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D DISO N, Efq. 


. SIR, 


_ FT HIS poem prefumes to throw itfelf at your feet, zo 
a piece more wanting your protection, than worthy 
of your patronage. Bur it is as neceflary for young au- 
thors, who fhould be cunfcious of their imperteGions, to 
en them@alyes under great names; as it has been 
always Datura mminals, tofly ton fanQuary. 
» Permit me then, Sir, more than tohopes fhelter ; to 
promife myfelf fome reputation from thisthoneur. Or, 
even fhould the world detgrmine of my performance to 
my difadvantage ; the fatisfaction I take in being allowed 
the privilege of this addrefs, yields me more picafures 
than their cqnfarecould give me pain. 
But I am fo far from entertaining any fears of its mif- 
carriage ; that if my own partiality afd judgincht of 
thofe chofen friends, 
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Humble fervant, 


’ LEW. THEOBALD. 
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And here, the fam¥e Lycasn m ' 
Erected to the glorious gédot day: : iy 
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With the Sire h&ufe of bleody Pelope rise. 













. Thence I receiv'd you from your frfler’s arms, : 

'  Snatch'd from the tate in which your father fell . 
1 took, preferv'd, and nourifh’d you-till now, 

To grow the keen avenger of hiy blood: Td 

~~ Butwow, Oret arf you, Pylades, | 
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Nor fpare an oath tc 

nd win belief, h ow poc 

4 ‘hirl’d from t his chariot in the P 
‘This be the fum 2 a ubje ry € 3 
Mean whitevap abe ie, cunt 
We, with oblations and devoted hai, 
Will pleafe my father’s fhade, and crown his tomb. 
That done, bye iti he ‘Gadi in our hands 
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SCENE It. 


ELA. (Aloue.] Ob, facred light, and, Oh, thou ame 
biene air, 
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. Bic. Oh, think not I fhould tafic thefe gentile freedoms : 
» Ihe were nigh ;¢but, guiltlefs of my joy, 328 
. traverfes the verdant ficlds of Argos. 
” | Cho, With grMer confidence | then thall fpeak ; 
Nor fear to afk the things I long to know, 
Eile. Secure from danger, atk me what you pleafe. 
Cho. Then tell me of Oreftes, will he come ? 335 
Or is there fill a caufe ro keep hina back ? 
Eic. He favs he comes, but dues not what he fays. 
Cho. Importance actions move but flowly on, 
Elc?. I mov'd not lowly when I fav'd his life. 
Cho. Fear not; his virtue will not (411 his friends. 330 
Elect. In that belief I have protracted woe. 
Cho. No more——I fee Chryfothemis approach ; 
Your fifter, Madam, this way bends her fteps, 
And in her is fepulchral off rings. 


SCENE IV: 


Chryfothemis, Electra, aad Chorus. 

Chryf. Why will you, filter, at this public gate, 33¢ 
Repeat your grievance in fuch clam'rous accents ? 
Nor let experience teach you to difcard 
Aa impotent*and availing paifon ? 
Belteve that 1 am confcious of our wrongs ; 
And would, if I had pow’r, attempt revenge, * 40 
And let my ftrong refentment ftand confefs'd : 
But when our weaknefs dictates to our wrath, 
"Tis wifer to fubmit with lower'd fails 
“‘Vhan to Solleét the ftorm and tempt deftrudtion. 
Thusevoeld i counfel you to ftifle rage 5 345 
Thetgh I contels your i jell ; 
t if or life, or 
c my + ant bop to . 

Elethy bafe that you, wh a tuther fprung, 
Shouid frncect of his forgotten gorth, 350 © { 
ide, with}the faction of an impious mother : 
ot all yo .r counfels are by her preferib'd, 
And {pe2'. her pleafyye bur at fecond hand. 
Unheedi 2 5 |, confefs, and chufe thy crime, 
That thou, or know’it not, or forgert’itthy duty, 3 ¢¢ 
dy {aid but now, if you nad pow’r to hare, a 
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FLECTR A. 
To hate to purpofe, you'd avow your anger ; ° 
Vet when I flruggic to revenge my fath 


er, 


Far from affilting, you obftru@ my work. 


Is not this cowardice, or fomething wife ? 


Tell me what great advantage would arife,: 


Should I fufpend my grief, snd pur on gladoefs ? 


Do | not live, though ili the lite I lead? 


TI] as it ie, it is enough tor me: 
Whilft ev'ry day J interrupt their joys, 


Contending still to pleafe my father’s fhade, 


It the deceas’d are capable of pleafure. 


While you, whofe words protefs fuch {pecious hate, 


Aé&t in concurrence with the murderers. 


But would they give me all my fifter’s gifts, 
And ali the ornamen’s in which you fhine; 


1 would not yield a moment to them. 
Let coftly banguets load your wa 

And your foft Ife in delicacies flow ; 
Give ime the meane fl neceflary food, 


"The virtue which has eatn’d, (hall chink it rich, 


And add a fweetne’s to the homely dic:. 


I fcorn the guilty honours you have purchas’d, 
And fo fiould you in wifdom: but, Qj dhiame ' 
You court difysace, and when you might be til’d = s8@ 
The glorrewe daughter of the beft of fathers, 
You are the mother’s, her d:ftingnifi'd dari! 


"Thus at the price of cenfure, you be 
Your friends, and fell the blood pt # 
Cho. For Heav'n’s fake, ict not a 


you: 

You both fpeak well, and both.may t 

lf you will join, and by guM\orher pi 
Chry. This language [Yan 

Nor had I now provok’d th§ repetition 

Bae that I heard an gal threaten hey, 

Which would at oance ¥nd thele ae 
Eire, Name it; and if you can pr 

Greater than thefe I feel, I wilf obey 
Cory. Take then the fum of what ®« 

Unlefs vou calm thefe putfions, they © 

‘To furce you hence, where yeu fiall n 


c, 


The eheartul light of day, bat lie ton | 


f, o" 


0° 


375 
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FLECTR A ig. 


In fome damp gloomy fubterranean prifon, 
r from this country; there to groan unheard, 
lL . And breath your forrows ’midit unw! olfome vapours. goo 
| But, Oh, be wife; prevent the threaten d woe 3 
¥. Nor blame your fifter, who with carly care 
a Would labour to divert th’ unripe dettructions 
~ Bie. And have they then determined thusagain{t me? 
Chry. As foon as e’er gy ithus thali return. 45 
Elcc?, Oh, may the threaten’d mifchief wing hin hi- 
ther! 
Chry. What horrid with is this, unwary maid? 
Fleet. That he would come and execute his malice. 
Chry. Ha! Are you loft to feunfe? What would you 
aim at? 


Eka. ie, Ss fly from all of you, as fur 410 


As earth has Dads. 
, Chiy. ———— NUpeA you not yeur life? 
ElcS, This tife is wond’reus beautiful indeed, 
Fit to be car’d for! 
Chry.———— Were you wife it might.- 
: Eid. Teach me not, fifter, to betray my frends. 
| Chry. 1 teach you not, but'to obey fuperiors. 41S 
Elc&. "Tis yéurs to flatter, have no fuch foul. 
Ghry. 'Tis prudent not to throw our lives away, 
Fic, But glorious to refiga them fora father. 
Chry. Our father would nog wifh us to purfue 
Revenge at that rath hazard——— 
Elect? —————Cowards only, 426 
_~ ° And f&-ful fouls, applaud fuch tim’rous marims. 
Chre svat will you not be-caution’d ’gainft affliction ? 
le, Not tor 1 would pot quite ie my ee 
=s . Then I have dine, gnd will purfue my orders. 
” iM What ovis Hand to Rom thefe fun’rel 
7 3 


ries ? | 435 
Rin quetn enjoinsme@h my father’stomb, =, 
nerto make libations. 
id. —~—— How! trom her? 
make libationg to that hated man ? 
be Ra him the kill’d, for fo you would infer. 
él. By whom perfuaded, whole advice was this? 430 
bry. "Tistberefult of a nocturnal fright. 
+ BL, Oh, all ye godsof Argus, sid me now :-— 
B 2 
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ELECTR A. 


Chery. What grownds for hope derive you from her fears? 
Eicél, Tell me the vifion, and I’ll Hen refolve youd y 





~ 0 16 





Chry. Alas! 1 know but liide=—— _ 
Filed. Tell me then 435 
That little !$—— Tile fentences and words .’ 
Have often rais’d, und ruin’d men as ott. -: 
Chey. °Tis whifper'd, that fhe faw our father come 


Ajgin to light, and feem’d once more his wile: 
That he took in his hand the regal {cepter, 440 
‘(Which once he bore, hut now Algyithus bears) 

And fix’d it in the earth; when firait there fpr:ng 

From ita thriving branch, which flourith’d wide, 

And over-fhadow'd all Mvcenz'’s land. 

This did I learn from one who was at hand, 445 
When to the rifing fun the told hor vifios, 

To deprecate it’s omen. More I know pp, 

But thac thele rites are owing to itsius rors. 

ELA. Now 1 conjure you, by our penial gods, é 
Obey me; fall not into raf) offence ; 459 
But, e’er it be toolate, avoid peilution. 

And, deareft fitter, ket no part of thule 
Defign'd oblations touch my father’s tomb ; 
For ‘tis not jufl, to bring his injur’d fhade” 
Unhallow’d off ‘rings fram an impious hand : 
But give them tothe winds; ot hide them deep 455 4 
In earth, at diftance from his awetu! tomb. 
. Let the earth keep them for her fuu’ral t i 
"The ficteit off ’nings to adorn 
Had fhe not becn the vileft c 
She would not facrifice to him fhe é 
How do you think his injur'd ehoft will bx 
- Te taile the off’rings whick s by hy 

Who, not content to rob huh of hi iite, é 
Mangled and hack" HMEMEMEN (a: m'refentum>: » 3? 
And {trove to wipe th’ #ypmination offe P= 
» Wall impious off ‘rings fatisfy for murder ? 

And weak libations purge the guilt of bloos 

No; fling th’ offentive facrifice away ; 

And trom our heads let each prefent afock 9 

Ot fupplicating hair: too mean the gift! 

Burt all I have co give, excepe this girdle; 

W hich take, however plain and unadorn’d. 
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E L E GC YT R A. 
flrate, invoke him to arife from earth ; 

o come propitious and deitroy our foes; 

And fend Orcites, with avenging torce, 476" 

To ttnke the‘hoftile tyrants to the casthr 

Then thall we ncher facrifices pay, 

And crown his athes with more grateful off rings. 

My heart fuggeits, she care of our revenge 

Employs his ghoft, and fent the hideous dream : 380 

Therefore, my fifter, aid the yen’rous work; 

The caufe of you, and me, and that dear man, 

Our commen parent, who is now na mare, 
Che. The virgin fpeaks with prety, and you 

In wifdorn fhould pertorm the duteous office. 4%s 
Chry, Lyall: tor "tis a van and fenklels iteife, 

For two to dig in a work that’s julk, 

And atks ditparctiv-uc now that I confent, 

By Heav'n! you-muft be filear, friends; fur if 

M’ inravzed mother fhould diucover ought, 492 

I might have caufe to mpusn the bold attempt. 

{ Axie Chryfothemis. 






Electra remains om the fage while the Chorus fre’. 
eo . I. . 
Gir Or my prephetic foul miftakes, 


» 


‘, Or Lin hope from seafon err ; 
. Or vengeance fwife advacces rakes, 

4 the confc.cnce-Rauoted murderer. 4ns> 

en. (Daughter, thegomes; the comes away 

e J With pow’r and juftice in array ; 
I'm {ffong in hopeethe bodmg dream, ey 
The hcraid of her aweful terrors came, 
; The king's refentmente frail nor ceafe, 500 
Nor fhallehe bury orang bu in redrefo. 
by sengefwl axe th the impious bluw, 

Mindful of th’ imperial woe, 

To bell and heaw’n calls our aloud - 


For retribution, and for blcod. cog 
The 













ELECTRA. 


lias 4) 

The brazen-footed fury fhall appear ~ g 
"With hundred feet, and hundred hands; 

To execute ber fell commands, 

Who yet conceals her wrathtul fpear. 
Unfeen the does her future work furvey, gre 
And hovers o'er her unfufpecting prey. 
For impious atts hare flain’dthe royal bed ; 

Ads at which Hymen ftood dif{may’d, : 

+ While by concerted guile betray’d 

To give adult’ry fowpe, the hufband bled. gig 
But 1 in hope, torefee tume dre event, 


The threat’ping vifions ot the night 
Shall have their force, nor be spe 
To punifh guilt with b ght. 


Let birds, dreams, divinations lofe their force, $20 — 4 
And folemn oracies no more difcourfe ; F 
If this apposrance paffes heace : 
Without an happy confequence. ’ 


ill. 


Oh, inaufpicious chariot-race, 
Which love-inftruéted Pelops won ; 525 
What mighty mifchiets haf thou done, 
To this ill-fated place ? 4 
For e'er fince Mertilus yas thro 
m the chanot, dow: _ 
ory 's hornd brow ? aie 













Clytemneftra, Eledtra amd Chorus, 


. Vv ACT Il. SCENE L 
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CLYTEMNESTRA. 





OU’RE free, you think, and now may waik at large, 1 


Besaule you know Agyfthue is not here ; 


Who would confine your walks, not let you range, 


To vent your {pleen, and execrare our friends, 
Bur in h:s abfence Be reyard not me; 

I am the theme of your unmanner'd railings ; 
You brand me with injuftice; fay, I’m fierce, 
And play the tyrant over you and yours. 


But I abufe you noc; I only pay 


Your handf@sne compliments to me in kind ; 
And, fir(t infulred, bug return reproach, 
And ttill your fatheris the ftale pretence, 
Asit I murder’d him: I did, lownit; 


‘IT own I did it; and *:was bravely done. 


Juftice commanded, and gave the b!ow ; 
And: you, if wile, had he! pid the glorwus work: 
For he whom you fo obitinately snourn, : 
Murder’d your Mer; he, of all the Greeks 
Could find adaughter for a facrifie 
And bore to fee her burcher'd. Cr 
A ftranuer to the pangs of bleeding nature, 
0) St the pains a mother teels. 
: hom Was chis fair victim flain ? 
» ze? You 


* will not furely fay it? 
2 > Iiberty emloughics ? 











his brother M us 
oo ic dic, whe k.il'd my pe t) 


ch® and &: ther dy‘d, 
nt alone the 
1] God of | 

+» lend to any. victim ? 


~ buc Menelaus not ? 


» © proclaim Kimrafh and impious ? 


| 


45 


_ 


35 


k, my cenfure has condema’d him ; 
Am 
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$2 ELECT A. 


And fo would injur’d Iphigenia too, * 
Could the departed fpeak, accufe her father. YQ 
I do not then repent of what 1 did ; 40 
But if you think I ought, take heed you {peak 
In terms of calm refpett. and urge your reafuns. 

Elect. You cannot plead that you were now provok’'d, 
And therefore did retort opprobrious language. 
But might [be permitted, [ would try 45 
To plead my father’s caule, and fifter’s too. 

Cy, You may: and did you always thus addrefs me, 
*T would {pare you that reproach you murmur at. 

Ele#?. Firft, you confefs that you my fatber flew ; 
And can there be a blacker crime that this ; 50 
The caufe beguft or no? But that it was not, = 
I'll thew you; drawn by your adul:’ruus Ife, 
Not for your daughter, but your grcient fpoule, 
You did the a@ion. Atk Diana why, ’ 
Why the delay’d fo long the courted winds ? $5. 
Or what the goddefs will not, [ wiil tet! you. 
*Tis faid, my father, (porting iu her grove, 
Puc up a noble-{potted branching flag ; 
And as he chas’d and flew the glorious prey, 
In triumph utter’d fone unhappy word. 6c 
The godidefs, to revenge th’ infult, derain’d 
The fleet in Aulis, till my wretched fire 
Should make atonement with his daughter's blood. 4 
Thus fell the; nor could any megner bribe 
Purchafe a wind to fwell their flagging fails ; ges 
For which, aod not tor Memelaus’s fake, ., , 
With ftruggiing forrows and reluctant pangr, 
At laft he vielded to the (geri 
Bur had he done it for his brotk 
Should you have kill’d him therefore ? By what law’ 
Take heed, left you rapent the rules you make ; 
By your own laws yourtelé wall ftand condenin'd: 
a enurtlee muft with murder be repaid, a 
Juitice will tell you, youa 
Thus ev'n your own defence was turn’ againft you, 
But tell me, if you can, on what account 
You now perfift ia a ? ; 
Why have you commerce with the blotdy wretch, 
Who was th’ abetror of your horrid crime ? 
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E | 
_And bamith far into another land 
hg virtuous offspring of your hufband’s bed ? 

Be this be reconcil’d ? Or will you fay 

Thefe are the farther proofs of your revenge ? 
"Tis bafe to fay it; it can ne’er be good 
To wed a trairor fora daughter’s fake. 
Yet, deat to juft reproof, vou fpum at counfel ; 
Cry, that "tis infolence t’ upbraic a parcat; 
And {hoor with all the arrows of your tongue. 
1 have a mittrefs, not a mother iv vou, 
Oppre{s'd with hardfhips, and condemn'd to all 
That you and your curs’d confort willimpofe. 
Nay, fcarce my brother did efcape your rage ; 
Who wears out wretched life in anxious exiie. 
“TRETTItpehom you oft upbraid me with s 
And fay, I nourith a revenger for you! 
And be affus'd, I want@l not the wills 
Therefore proclaim me to the world at large ; 
Brand me with impudence ; call me foul railers 
The fignal characters fhal! make me known, 
And mark me out for Clytemneftra’s daughter | 


Cho. I fee, her fierce refentment blazes high, 


Regardicfs whether reafon rules her anger. 


Cl. And what regards can the receive trom me, 






Who thus upbraids and vilifies her mother ? 


Vdewt. own: retch | neeemen ns | 


1 bluth at what I do; 


95 
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y ttation, age or fortunes ; 110 | 
ions and malignant: { 
o be rude : ; 
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railer! ions teach, 
yoyr tong w offenfive ? Ig oy 
ir offence 8; youdo the things, 
roper lan nuit be cold. > - 
na, when Shus comes, , 
ule me uareveng’d. ; 
me of the liberty you gave 5 120 
k, buc willmor hear wich temper, 
&« fuller méto make oblations, F ‘ 
ut 
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But interrupt with inaufpicious words, 
Becaufe I bade you fpesk > 
Ek. Go on, periurm 
Th’ intended rites; I will'oo longer flop Ee | 
The meritcrious uffice, but be filent. : 
Ch. Then litt thou up the uppaant fruits on high ; 
[Vo ler dtetudite 
Which, offer’d to the facred Gad of Dav, 
Shall free ae from the tears which now | bear. 
Oh, Phabus! thou, whofe hallow’d image tands =1;0 = | 
iciore this palace, hear my hidcen fente ; 
1 ipcak not am ongiriends, nor isit fale 
Here to unfold the fecrets of my heart 
Ucfore thy radiant light, when fhe is by ; - 
Leit with herenvy, and her bsbbling rongys™ 135 
She fpread the ftory over all the city. 
But hear me thus—The vifion ofiait night, 
The doub:ful dream, which fleeping I beheld, ’ 
If it be profperous, Oh, Lycian King, 
Fulfil and ratify its kind intents; 149 
Ifill, curn all itshorrors on my foes; 
Nor profper thofe who would dilturb my ftate, 


And plot in private yundo my pow'r 






Thus let ine always live, from danger free, . 

And rule this kingdom and this houfe as now ; 145 
Join'd to thofe friends towhom I now am join'd ; Z 
Sull crown'd with blafs, and with fuch childrenwho =" 



















Nor hate, norenvioully dit 
Grant this, Apollo, and Ie 
Grant this, and in the m: 
The reft thou know’tt, al 


For gods have pow'r to 
And nought is hidde e fons of ‘Jove. & 


Governor, Cly tem ; 


DWN propitious; gy 
er which | aka” @ @ 169 
1 {peak it nor; 
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id our inmoft tboughtissf Ss 
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Gov. Ye virgins, mi 
If this call fabric be che royal palace : 

Che. le as. — 

Gow. ——And hi the eee whgm I behofit 
Her drefs and perion fpeak th’ uoperial rank. 


a flranger hope to iearn, 


> i 





Che. You're rizht; 
. OT ened Ener hail, ‘Oh, Queen ! I come 
Prins yowand Abgy thus gratetul news 
rom one who is your trend. 
Ciy. ———— 1] embrace the news ——= t¢e 
* Butnext inform me from what friend you come. 
Gev, From Phocis, from Phanoteus, to relate. 
A bufinefs of concern 
Cly Pronounce it, ftranger; 
The man you come from {peaks the errs good. 
Gee. To fum up all, Oreites is no more, 16¢ 
Elcd. Ah, wre: scUrd. maid! fr a me to the grave. 
Ch W hat faid you, ftranger? I not to her. 
Goo, | fay again, Orettes 1s no more. 
Se Pedgwerifli with him, and am too no more! 
Cl. At difunce _ ! But, ftranger, you pro- 
ceed. 150 
Inftruét us in the af ti of his - 
\.) Gov. To this was I employ’d — ae, Queen, 
When young Oretles at the phains arri 
Where Grezia ce'ebrates her Pythian games; 
Soon as the heraid’s thrill-pro- bieint ae 176 
Summon'd each champion to the noble fports, 
Fe enter'd the broad liits, bright as 3 ged, 
The admiration of the throng ‘d fj eta 
fs to recount the thi ea 
c fated Surie of games he ran, 180 
























‘lof Greece ! 4 d thus he flourith'd. S85 






next fi 


nature of th 
~ rival trooy 190 
# conquett 1 Dt- Face. 
rved ior fo; fe his fteeds, 
ropes, fuccefs, ng’d their way ; 
rown’d him he prom’s’d p.ize: 
goakewith a breadth, ' as 


audited 


het Ae mn te tek 


ad sm 


a 






_ Who, tho’ my fon, a: and 


i 7 
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* 
He ftruck unwary on the onetna 











column, 
‘And broke his axle thori—He, with the thock, 
| is feat, and in the twiftea barnes 
ten ed Him, thus precipitate, 

The righted horles, with contufien wld, 200 
Dragy'd tothe middle courte. With yells and fhrieks ' 
The pitying crowd bebeld, and moum'd the youth, 

Fali'n frcm renown, and loft to future conqueiie! 

Now dafti'd agaiolt the ground, and now aiutt 

Rebounding furious ; tii! the chariateers 20§ 
(Bus, Oh, too late !) ftopp’d his unruly fteeds, 


And loos'd himys {cemly wounds deform’d, 
Torn, brute’d, dit , and no longer known 
Tobe UOreites, by his dearctt triends! 









Some Phocian men, appointed to the tafk, "hard, a 
Strait burnt his body, and have brought, in ‘ 
Hie duit, the poor remains of all he greatnefs, 

To find a tomb in hie paternal foil. ; : 
Such was his death; how terrible ta hear ! oa 


But, Oh, how more affiiing.co the fight ! oT 
The » worst of, ipa thefe eye€ have fen. 
- Alas! alas! then all my matfter's race: 
Are me: ‘d, rooted up, ard quire extigguith'd. 
Cl. Oh, Jove! what news is this ? &: j joy, or horror ¢ 
That crowns with fatety, yet with forrow wounds ; 
Whilft to affure my life, 1 lofe my fon. 22@ 
Gev. Why dees the prefent tory make you fad? _ 
Cly. I at the mother itruggling in my foul. 
Gev. Van and unwe = fe thie my la — 
Ch. How vain, or ow ur some? Since yo 22 " 
To bring me certain token ar is death, Pes, 
*d trom my breatt, 
ant fled, 
Sther's houfe; 





































And chofe a tanger’ *s 
Who never faw we fince: 
Burt, branding me with B: 
Wien rebel menaces hi 
1 fcarce have flept by aig 
Secure or pleafant ; but : 

Seem’d bura thort repri eve 
But this kind morn ditburt! 
From him, and ber ; jrom 


wad by dt 

anx wus igure 

> initant death. 
ne of fear, 


ie greater plague ! ' 
, Be 
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— i*.. ihe «8 « . 
TES spon se FIRST AG 


ONE 1 Gore ate or 
has x 
yudience the place ot th 
) Chime when t 


[i meinem <n) thofe r 
pry having no manner of relatiors 
I thal pile eel for it to ff 

lus, which wit! fhorly be 
+ e occafion for touching he 

*. 
ious God of day!) The on: 
fey Of the MW olfMicfirtying God; 7. 

Op inien, this epithet would make no very 
pearance in Engliffi; und therefore was not. 
omy Ji to Horuce? gerbum verbo redder, 

rot remember th eaey of Apoll 
wires any farther than ss Mr. Ligy 
Hitloricu-Poeticum, fays, (ow the 
there was an oracle of the Lycian Ap 
maxime cla ut fait ob Luporum inter fia 
be obtained the epithet from the wo 
AMM, pag a ee to 
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* a 4» a, ee _ “ 
—Ju Funonis homerem a 


prem dicit equis at sa ditcique Myvena. ’ 

~ 

‘ who are ie of opt her - | 

| a re oa t Nat. Com. |. 8 oe 
And you, Pylades JA fla king 

bur a very odd figure on ou ratTCy 


character waa | revithed t pene Ath pian 
indeed At nis Cor has fo 


yality, a8 to an him {peak three 
ote , who, in bis Eleétra, has tied a 
es, even when he had that lady g ) 
r, to wife; has in {ome meatal ade 
a bis Orcites and Iphig. Taurica, in b i, 
parc as acts, like a prince and | ne 
» Mean while, as Sle The “ary 
his Antiquities of Greece, has ina 
ra than one erroron this paffage 1 oa 
snotice, * That Electra in Sophocles fa 
aeinnon had commanded her and Chryfothe- 
ate their hair to his comb ;” ee theretore 
It, : 


ink-off’rings and locks of hair, we ee 





& 
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“ his death, he hid himfelf in that n 
** mother to let him down meat private 
** time, with an account in writing o 


happened in Crotona, und the places about. 
** time he comes abroad, pretending ta be rife 
++ deud, aud cls all the things that had happe 
his fuppoted death, as if he had leetned tt 


4 * ichipaee procured hi 
‘Tertulttan, in his book of the 
count of thes ttory ; only adda this 
ftayed under ground {even years. Ti 
le, that Suphocies might have an eye tot 
hing very diflant from his ow "4 
8, who fpeaks, flhould do fo too, would be 
ity of an Anachr ith a venyeance 
inelic d to faye it may have ar 
s mo properly ; but to this the {c 
8 yag wixgaclal 1 rowrer ‘Odveci*, th 
appened to Ulyfles: No, he did not 
for afeaion; butehe was lorg fuppofe 
Ithaca, and rofe upon them fuddenly trom ot curit 
— fplendor. " . .~ 
Ver. 90. Appeaye, invoke.) “This is one 
poet’s art in his fcenery, that he will no 
to ftay on the ftage to be fatisfied in 
forrow ; for then the difcovery of his 
too early: but he clears the fcene, ni 
room for Electra’s complaints to herfe) 
fending Oreites to make oblations at 
pfeparcs a remembrance which cannc 
which he has referved for the opening 
Mer. 164. And how, Iptiaraffa 
ate [ tt nd th 


| ae | ‘ 
; rettus 
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rs are 7 red to rs why 
ke th he Chor ation Ip jianafla, or 
Was now at na’s fhrine in Tauris 
fays, the Chorus Petition her though zhb- 
J with the fame reafon they do ftes ; 
ry thought, wae at Phocis. I mutt ae 
id to be certaid whom thé” poet h ds 
; bur Prhiwk; with fubmition oT 
id not here mean Iphigenia: for it 
d to Cap ppofe Iphigenia in a Ts; cap. 
or her father, when inthe firit fo 
¢ yrem ira excufes her m: 
asa juf ene him, for facrific 
venison Drana’s altar at Auli, | 
bared af é.] “Whe poer th 
seedy, in many places, infinuates the ha 
ra, ut being deyied the privi — mar 
Pber complain ro Chryforhemis, that 
« fuffer the’ to propagate a race _ 
uripides makes Meyithus parry” | 
doalts of his family, bur is Secaye r 


eRe who favour Sophocles’s optniot 
her naine from he? fingle itare, graf 
Yialamo, felian in his Vanous 
thar Xanthus, the Lynck et, fays 
a8 Laodice; but, that “after : 


te ee 
a Suogeis 4 


vs ginity, the : 


wit i 
s"9 te rhovt Cr fh 
ear the Corinthian 7 
a se war c 


. ‘+ The Greek 
7m art 7 Wesel 
paren) S ! 
fing temper, to heigh 
COUMPTIE O 
ene | - 
theinis is likewif 
- 
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By 





efi t Re irgite & ee plot of 
Clytemneftra’s ugly dream naturally requi 
“two avert its horrors, fo her fending Chryfe 
- make oblations at Agmeee rs ca ih 












































Pl y roe ; = ‘ae ni few.) It ws 
le ancients, when they lake away W 


nd not be polluted (aa they thought) wit! 
to fhuc him wp ina dark cavern, znd there 
1c. 1 will give a confirmauon of this by c 
,ot our own author: Creon having actual 
Antigone to the fame puaifhment with 
= threatengd, waihes his hands of hog 


“ 
* 





— "Hysas yee alee Toei lends ates 


on 1 which the we Romtnenis +h 
xchxe vitor) 18 Gow réru, Orel, da 73 yd 


tbe I é:farm rofivtetnd | poe ¢ 


eaten. of. a ver 
by the | If any one_kille 
be Git ci oP all the pst gs 







wr of t ¥ flain, and tev 
wore ndcr his srm-f 
' my ord to presen Rite progr a uni 


And they »beyeved, that having p 

in their power, as. belts 
+ he ghoft of the ‘p 
rl or elfe wor 
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1, or of the party Te clini 
y OF the. hair of the party 2 vhich is un-gff 
the trueft. I will goa ‘hep farther thal ‘either 
ftaits on this place, by see the reader, oy, 
nly thus wipedvaway the z bomioation of the 
Bey pis the Blood unjuffly. Bur ir they 


it in a good caufe, they ufed to take 
and hold it up ne the e fber. ‘Weblaod 
chne Te dining @tPorieerces, of the fcholisft on 
) Orcfles; to thew! that ey feared | noma 
wit fs. : 
For eer fiace Myrtilus.] He was the fon of 
-Phaethuia; when he drove Ocnomau 
being corrupted by the promifes of Pele 
dir, chat his matle#s chariot broke by 
is mafier with the fall, broke his nee 
Piring, conjured Pelops to revenge his de ‘ae 
as, when Mv ‘tidus demanded the rewar 
», threw him from # rock into the fea, whic 
re was called the Myrtoan fea. 











' . bd » 
PES upon the SECOND ACT. 
is is mot here.) The poet "s contrivance 
aking ie Eg adakerst 3 for thereby =. 

Rieke fy 






neighten 


efs dra fram the very ¢ 

ajyeet <ith abfolu : P 'nece! ry te 
fear Cher neftra's vindication of her hufba 
o- ® condemnazion of her for it, wil 
leafure of this rule; for howerer fi 

the cic may be in theinfelves, 

1 yard tothe fpectators 
gam non had beeu killed twenty years a 
y argues, that the juftice, or guilt of his, 

fave been a tubject already fuffciently ca 

Ciytemoacttra and h tape 


he athe. 19. They both bad sted.) The on 


aply in reyard to Helen's SF tidren. 
r fays, fire only bore Hermime, and 
Hitted "to hare aey more children, : 
§ accounted to fpoil' women's beauty 
v, fhe bore two children to Paris. Sophoe! 
f two by Menclaus; which agrees, an 
erves, with Acliod’s acount, 


™ : open ena natedia tern 


a Paufanias i a Corintbiac, ee 


itratus and Megapenthes by 7 
¢ Was alsa ie 
. Tey ated cok ‘eoks qterids, ie ci 


known to require anote, how fuperitit 
were in = all ominous words, 
matters igion. Before their h 
2° ie yer Sho ar char rge to 
anfwer _ to the ter 



























ul ¢ thes ook 
“notice of them, aud accounted them fo 
 worle. Or if the omen were immedia “a 





hearer, or flruck upon bis imagination, 
je more force. 
9. Shall free me from the frars.| We have heard 
the firtt act, thar Cly vase had difcloted 
m to the Rifag Sua, to deprecate its ome 
id contormable to the cufloms. of the aa 
nius helps us our with their reafon for it, ir - 
@ (acmpe r®) brig ips oa nah, oF 
(Gc. bevanfe rhe fan beiiiesicew to then 
poer to avert, er cxpel ail evils brouzbt 
nelefore they gave the fun or Apolla 
pwokswa@, | fc. Bur this te 
ras not always appropriatcd to one p 
butt gmetimes to Hercules, Jupiter, or the 7 
or was the ditclofing of ther icars reck 
t, but they were tg offer incenfe, or 7 
nd pray (as Clytemneftra here does) tha 
ended, it mighe be broughr to pala; if the 
at_ the gods would avert whatever ilh was: 
m. Michylus, in his Pertians, lets us intoy 
ftom im thefe cafes; Qypeen Atofla being ter- 
octuroal vilian, as {von as the rofe wentta | 
lied away the polletians of the oe . 
Beiphss altars.of, thetioyy ange 
















hold 
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os = moh 
In Envoy bye a bu (4 
ap caCilees te ae ruditg vee Ets he cor 
fhe, trom her robes 1 wed regalia. 
7 Ver. 1972. Keow, mghty qacen ) 1 ae 
re this narration, for which, howeverh 4 
by the adorers af Sophoctes, I thal! b 
doned by every Engtith reader: I hove v an 
to make an agreeable innervation on. than b 
tranflaror of, a*paflage which contains too 
graphical a defcriprian of the Pythian cape 
ed at thic time of day; and cools the p 
out excite, and keep warm by itsconcifens! 


fer, 174. Celebrates Ber Pyth:an games) 
twith this narration inthe Elettra; ¢ 
iV not be improper to add part of Mi 
marke: Sophocles was not fo prudent an 
the mangyement of {ome other of his piece 
in “Ocdipus; for i iq hise Eleétra, he was ge 
very faule that Anftotle here mentions, by 
fomething that was ablurd, and which is t 


cious, becaufe he ee author ot at. In he fecu 


feene of the fecond ho bring 
Oreftes’s death, fays, That that prit 
lebrated meeting of the Grecians, © 
thian games, won all the prizes, bug 
race of the chariots. , Arittorle thougt 
and out of all reafon, not becaufe ic v 
that ASgyiftms and whe po 7 
news betore the arrival of thofe wh 


iat; but becaufe the | 
xf till above five yerrs afterO: 
ithoo« ruined all the. prokab! 
Ne FOU dation. — Wiehe 


elne dt id have take 
Sai feratigniiee the € 


indity i reas hid, ur 
ms whict in tbe elation, 
, - -« @ 
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Ampbiaraus.} © eye sag 
fi teeing « call who went wi 
he Theban war fhould perifh, Adraitus only 
lufed to go aiong with him, and prevented, 
fieestiom entering into the famc-league. Adra- a 
uid, he necd only give the necklace to Enphyi 
uss witc) which Polynices had brought tro 
nd which had been dedicated to harmony, to 
on Amphiaraus to make one in the expedition. 
obeyed the advice, and Eriphyla, charmed with 
y ot the neckiace, preaai d to engage her huf- _ 
at depended only on her, Amphiaraus have 
10 Deiey his wife inevery thing. = | 
19% penned a fox.) Alcmeon was rhe fon of Ar 
he ledather, on his departure tor Thebes, ft 
18 fon, who was then very young, 


: aes came to age, he fhould revenge his death! | 


ther. Alcmeon obeyed thefe,orders very” 
sliy: Beers of the poets teprefented this ie 
and this murder of Eriphyla by Alcmeo 
faw with great pleature adted on their 
- e : > 


NOTES spox the THIRD ACT, 


oy, my dcaref.) Chryfothemis Ede 
r’s tomb co offer her own and filter's 
ts with he libations there, which had 


‘fmilh] or Siona.w 
ichre, confilted tor the moft part & 
dwine : upon which they forme 
. The manner of iu 
Sond the monuiment j 
t, out of a bottle care ‘ 
Gra) and as th ' 
prayers t the ghail 


, Br. 3g Pe t 

: ane t "Te it) ’ 

oy . 
a > q 









































Row. sal Bug he pi ms rather i 
manes, than any weys Reapers The 
wove them into garlands belore they prefenel thi 
*- this was rQard> vas Tipeor, @ crowvaing of the tom 
arlands were called igele, cither from theire 
Re: of trom ian®., becaufe compoled of a 
of flowers 3 oF lattly, becaufe they were thre 
q wpon the earth. ‘The reafon ‘of it, fay 
) Euripides, was wyay 73 rysar owe 
p benonr the dead as they ufcd to dot 
wit they won the games. ims * 


_ New ES won the FOURTH ACT, i" yt 


Vc 10. Bat ica oval He was king ol P 10 
nd tather ot Pylades tater all, why te 
od his governor vary in their tory ? 
comes from Strophius, bu: he charges his 
“fay; he is a Phocian, aad fent from Pham 
Srdpds Dawei sary gave, it 1 deo pot mifonderftand th : 

for the fcholiat (ays, errs dh tropa Cact TO crcl 

at Phanotcus was fuid to bé the name of a c 
be fo, I indeed have erred; bu ; 
place, which, I believe, will juflity 
ver. 672. Guwthiy 3 @eniis, faye the Rove 
the Phocian : tor Sophocles could nes 
vera thou fay, thg Phanotean, the 
he maft do, if Phanoteus were acity. 

Ver. 39. @ torch to kindle 4 -) For 
for on pile to be lighted by fome of 
sett r ations or triends ; 0 didi 
ed from the pite, to thew the 

n off . to at Milcas 
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fuer ten facem. - * 


ke ~~? 

wi the bensers.] 
; +» Ofc. De #el leony 
ReUconjuration would , 
18, Boweia venerable. 












of tds Yo cen 


of toe perfon to wifom ey MAP 
treaty, is Patent tron Homer, « 


in’ dete inion o irs 
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yas one manner of fajutation among the He- 
es ears by 2 Sam. 20; 9; Aud ook 
, be beard mi the right ‘aa iyjibin sf 
22, Bevold my father's figuet.) Gr. Mev (teal 
which the (choliafly have commented ver 
a riclinius thus, sap ig Dipane 
Laryetsros o teak. Tregos oi Guc. t ore 
sUaory, theulder, achih the dries 
t orlers fay, Theis fer a feal. The 
ea Atill ditterent lah UpOw it, aM ons 
3 eporuwe yg Te howl Corti, var nai 
¢ iw wales “Aleameaoon; that is, the made 
Pbis face and bodre feral i Miser piaciiea 


rmenen. 1 have trantlated ic ec; but am 












y determined, whether that was che inten- - 
aie oF Anilotle rakes novice of a rémem- 
a by the poet Carcinus in his Thyettes, 
the ftar; but perhaps that remembrance a 
ss tesa h fame as ours, and borrowed from 4 
nucle ss obortellus conjectures, and not a . ] 
in Nr. Dacicy’s opinion, that 
+a which epee, Arif a“ 
pifies domes, and that 


bs > 





€ fays Dr. 
at thet Pot. the de 
dis «4 thes nN ft val for P rere ey ah 
_ ment Cintas ich fay ne 
~¢ - - i ee ee 
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simfelr 














a 


2. g 2 . 
m 8) ha y 
-_ 

7 


i i a i * 


War at bail 
, fo cut off 











| 7 =a © + ae 


& B i) — - 








‘“—_ “+ . 
— - 
he! Scape") 


7 


- . 
o' 
., 


in - Peprere Ns 
bg . PORTE n een ho- sa 
ces Leen a) ae 
x ede ot i a ee 
~ hs 
) @Q eam | 

y * wll dg at | aN 


= € -“«* 




























































































f 

































-» 
7 Oe, x Mie 
= 


om wo: 


Pity the t per ole soe maid, 
By naturefad, and born the childof ‘forrow 
 dnvain you afk for happinefs from me, 

‘Who want it for my felf. 
a Arta, Can blooming youth, 
i virgin innocence, that knows 
now any caufe for grict ? e 
* Cle. Do but furvey. 
© The miferable flate of human-kind, 
Me * Where wretches are the general increafe, 
" And tel}. me if there be not caufe for grict. 
* Arta. Such thoughts as thefe, my fair philof > 
* Inhabic wrinkled cheeks and hollow eyes ; 
+ ‘The marks which years fer on the with 
* The gentle goddefs, Nature, wifely has 
* Allotted other cares for youth and beauty 
The god of love flands ready with his torc 
To light it at thy eyes, bur ftillin vaing | 
For erethe fame can catch, ‘tis drown’d ir 
* Cle. Ob! Name not love *the worftaf a 
* The common suin of my ealy fex, . ~ 
_ * Which J have fworn for ever to avoid, 
* Io memory of all thofe haplefs maids, 
* That love has plung’d in unexampled woes.” 
Arta. Forbear to argue with that angel face, 
Ayainft the pafhon thou wert form'd to raife. 
* Alas! Thy frozen heart has only known 
* Love in reverfe, not tafted of As} joys; 
* ‘The wifhes, foft defires, and pleali ns, 
_ © That center allin moft extaticbliff. 9 
mr an lovely maid, miYpend no more that treafure 
uth and charms, which lavifh mature gives; ” 
Be phian goddefs cre . thy dela; | 
J satiats felf, and by her the {wears, : 
y Thy bes pes are devoted to herfervice. 
Now fhe fhoot er ee reaft, 
peg my defires, and e feize 
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S AMB TIOUS STEP.MOTHER. 
rbear, my lord; or I mutt iwear rot 
¢ ' irom ad fight. 
Arta. Why doft thou frown, 
idamp the filing joy within my breaft. 
Art thou repr’ to force thy gentle nature, 
Scmpailionffte tc\all the world befide, 
¢ And only to me cruel? Shall my vows, , 
> © Thy father’s interceifon, all be vain. 
® Cle. Why do you urge my father’s fatal poweey, 
® To curfe you with a fad unlucky bride ? : 
Cafi@ipund your eyes on our gay Eaftern courts, 
{mihng besuties, born tu betier fate, 
S20 the beholders ; 
ome happy princefs with your vows, 
the poor Cleone to her forruws, 
is qucensare@haie af molt celeftial formy 
can*drive thy image tram my heart? 
y caltin narare’s fiireit mould, » 
femme Cynthia's fhining train of itars, 
he forrett the th®t ever clafp'd 
rlover, when the bridal night was paft ;° 
year | would prefer thee, O Cleone, 
1 thy {corn and cold indifference,’ 
‘W ould choafeto languith and to die ior thee, 
Much rather than be biefe’d, and hve tor them. 
Ck. Oh, prince! Itis too much, nor am I worthy 
The honour of your paflion, fince *tis fix'd 
By certain and unalterable fate, 
Thar I can never yieldtoa return ; 
My thoughts #re allto chafle Diana vow'd, 
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And Ishave fworn to die a virgin’votary. , 
Arta. Impofiibie! thou canft not give away 
D father’s right, ev'nto the gods: eel 
njyult donation, 7 
’ o love. ’ yiit 1" 
divine I will appeal, 1 fe 
auty bribe ’em to be partial. =~ Son fe H.. 


expeG us; come, fair faint, Je 
abide theirtighteous doom, = 
decree my happineis, » © be 
rings, and my flame approve, 
tase felt heqnelel love. : 
D3 SCEN 
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4@ «THE AMBITIOUS STE 

. . 

: 2 SCENE, the Temple of the San. 


Enter Artaxeryes, Amettris, aad Attendants. 
Ait. *Tisdone! ’Tisdone! Oh, let me find fome 
Totell the mighty joy that fills my breaft, @-=_ 
Left I grow mad with height of furiougbii® 
‘The holy prieft has ty’d the facred He 
And my Ameftris now 1s all my own. 
Oh, thou fofe charmer! thou excelling fweetnefs ! 
Why art chou not tranfported all like me ? . 
1 (wear thou doft not love thy Artaxerxes, 
If thou art calm in this exccfs of happinels. 
Am. Alas! My lord, my paotng heart yet ¢ 
© In vatt fulpenfe berweeu unruly joys _ 
“ And chilling fears.’ Somewhat methinks the 
Tha checks ny foul, and fays was too b 
To quit the pleafures of my virgin ftate, 
To barter emtor cares and anxious love. __ 
| Art. Thefe are the fears which wait on eve 
7 only ferve for preludes to Merjoys; | 
Short fighs, and all chofc motions of thy heart, 
Are nature’scall, and kindle warmdehres. sy 
Soon as the friendly goddefs of the night 
Shall draw her veil of darknefso’er thy bluthes, 
Thefe little culd unneceflary donbrs : 
Shall fly the circle of my folding arms} 
¢ And when I prcfs thee wembling to my bofom, 
‘ Thou fhalt contefs (ifthere be room tor words, 
* Or ev'n for thouzhts) thatall thaf iwhis are blifs. 
* sim, Yet furely mine sre more than cocnmon | 
* For, Oh, my prince !*when my furebodin 
¢ Surveys th’ uncertain @ate of human joys 
* How fecretly the malice of our fate 
* Unfcen puriues, and often bialls eur happine 
© In full fecurity ; I juflydread, ° a - 
* Left death or parting, or lome unfeen accic oe 
* Much cane if polfible, of d 
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* Should cure us more chau ever we were 
‘ Are. Doubt autthe gods, my tei, 

‘ Shall favour and protect our virtvous lor 
Z' ipprehend’f ap proaching ¢ 
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*« AM 1-." q : 
HE AMBITIOUS STEP-MOTHER,. 
fate isinour power. 
wilet us flare, and give a loofeto love, | /. 
ait ew’ry fenfe, with each luszurivus pleafure, 
prove our minutes, make ‘©m mote than yearsy, 
an Ages. ‘and cv'n live the lite of gods, 
If after this/death or ill-fortune comes, wha 
§ Ic cannot idjure us, fince we siread 
dave lir'd and beea before-hand with our fate. 
© Am, On! let me eafe at once my tender hearty. 
And tell my deareft lord my worft of fears. 
oad ereis an ill which more than death Idread: 
+ Should you " time and long fruition fared, ° 
taithle » and torget the lo Ameilris; 
that everlafting truth you vow'd, 
are { fhould not publicly complain, : 
the godsaccufegmy perjur’d prince, 
Of foul would fink beneath the weights: 
ow mad, and curfe my very being, 
i ne'er had been, or not heen lov'd, ‘ 
» Doft thou—whgn every happier flar fhines for 
ad with propitiousinfluence gilda our fortune, — fury, 
Dott thou invent fantaftic forme of danger, 
| And fright thy foul w.th thinge that are impofible ? 
¢ Now by the potent god of love I fwear, “? 
« I will have ample vengeance for thy doubts, 
« My foft complaining fair, fhale thou not pay me 
‘ In joys too fierce for thought, for thefe iufpicions 
¢ The bands which hold our love ase knit by fate, 
¢ Nor thall decaying Time or Nature loofe.’cm. 
* Beyond the liméts of the Glent grave, 
¢ Love thallfurvive, immortal as our beings: 
¢ And when at once we climb yon azure kkics,, sh 
We wi frown to all the blefe’d abuve a 
| conttane. pair that e’er defery'd. " e 
























with chgir flars. 


'Tistrue! ’Tistrue! ._ 
tl to fafaedt thee. Oh, my hero oe) » 
have form'd thee for the nearelt pattern: 
excellenceand perfed} truth. ' 
fiuk upon thy gencie bofom, at 
ng, tell how greacly I am blefi'd.. 
n , modelly,2 bere I row ‘ 7 
D3j.- FS 
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THE 
‘ That all the pleafures of my viryin flate 
* Were poor ard trifling tu the prefent rapture: — 
© A geatle warsrh invades my glowing breatt, 
© And while I fondly gaze upon thy face, 
© Ev’n thought is lott in exquifite delighe. ~ 
© Are. Oh, thou delicious, perfec, are] woman 
© Thou art too much for mortalfenfeto bear; 
© The vernal bloom and fragrancy of fpices, 
* Waked by gentle winds, are nor likethees!  ~ 
* From thee, as from the Cyprian queen of love, 
¢ Ambrefial odours flow ; my every taculty , 
* Is charm'd by thee, and drinks immortal pleaft 
¢ Oh, glorious god of day, fly iwiftly forwar 
* And to thy fifter’s cule refign the world: 
* Nor hafte to rife again, but let the nighs | 
* Long blefs me with her flay, ghar chy retuse 
® Ac morn inay find me happick of my kind 
; Eater Memnon. 
_» My father! Is there an increafe of joy ? 
- ‘What can ye give, ye gods, tognake it more? 
« Mem. Ye bleffingsof my age! Whom wi 
f The memory of formor woes is loft. 
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Oh, prince! Well has this glorious day repay’ 
My youth and bleod {peat ta Acfaces’ fervice. 
Nor, had the gods indulg’d my vaineft withes,, 
Durft 1 have afk'd for fuch a fon as you are. 
Bin Tam roughly bred, in words unknowing, 
Nor can I phrafe my fpeech in apy exprefiiun, 
To telt how baile = le a you: 
Might I but live to ight e foryo u 
Tho! with my life Ltmogh the vidtory, , 
Tho’ my old batrer'd trunk were hew'd 00 pieces, 
And featecr’d o’er the fieid, yet thould I bh 
My fate, andthink my years wound up wii 
~ Art. Doubt not, my noble father; bere 
Ajarge remain of glory is behind, . 
When civil difcord (hall be reouncil’d, 
Andall the noife of faction ~~ to eae 
ough Greece alike in arts a rms fevere 
4 shall brand¢he Perfian name wit 







































































ir’s ttern toil, and dread our bottile virtue. 
ttubbora communwealths, that proudly dare 
in the glorious monarch of the Eaft, 
pay their homage to the throne of Cyrus. ° 
ben withyfaurels cover'd we return, 
ve thal} Meer, and {miling blefs our triumph, 
eather feet I lay the fceprers of the world. 
mt~ Oh, glorious theme! By heav'n, it fircs my age, 
sindies youth again in my cold veins, | ' 
, Ha! Morzaand the Queen! retire, my fairg 2” 
ntie hare and brawling rage thall nor 

sthepeace, ‘to which this happy day 

sd, = Forward tothe altar, ‘ 
(Excent Artaxcrses, Ameftris, Memnon, : 
and Attendants, 


wer deer, Queen, Mirza, and Stentants, 


re difpos’d, and fate but waits our orders : 
blow. ‘ 
fem, YOur caution wge 
th wife and faithful, not to tru my fon 
foo rathly wich a fecret of this nature ; 
* Southetho’ great ot foul, and fond of glory, 


: 
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Yet icans to the tasmilic rules of honour, 
Would hefitate atfuch an ach as this, _ 
Tho’ future empire fhould depend upon it..  _ ' 
Afirza, When time thall add experience to that know» 
With which hie carly youth is richly fraught, —_[ledge,. 
He'll be convine’d thaf only fouls would lofe . 
A crown for notiopary principles. 
Honour is thé unthinking foldier’s boat, 
‘pole dull head cannot reach thefe Gner arte,, 
which mankind is gowern'd, 
mw. And yct it gives a luitre to. the geeat,, 
Your fon fhail reap 
advantage, while we bearthe 
nm, when the facred hymns ar | 
1¢ prisee retire; our foes when teiz 
emple may be beft dccus’d 


- 














guile: 




















is monarch of the tall. m 
Mirza, Lend ph y.¢ gods, your temples bur th: 
You flis!l be paid with apes af devotion, . 
And atter this, lorever undifturb'd, ’ 
Brood o'er your fmoaking altars. 
5» Ss 4 [ Excant ‘Queen, Mirza, aad Alten, 
Lhe Scene opening, foewws the Aliar of the Sun, 
Srveral ether Prigfis attending. Solemn M: 
‘ Then enter on one Side Memnon, Artaxerxe 
Pe and Attendants; on the ether Side the 
_ Artaban, Cleone, Cleanthes, aad Ate 
all bows towards the Altar, and then range 
each Side of the Stage, while toe folowing 
form'd in Parts, and Chorus by the Priothy 


HYMN ¢o the Sun, by W. Suir 


~~ Hail, Light, that doubly glade our fph 
Glory and triumph of the year ! 
Hail, feftival, forever bléft, — 
By the adoring ravith'd Eatt ! 


_ § Bail, Mirhras, mighty deity ! 
: * For fire and sir, | carth and fea,, 
* Froin thee their origin derive, \e-» 


¢ Motion wad Form-trom thee receives ‘v .: 
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_  , © When matter yet unséted hy, yy 

¢ *-No founer thou intus’d’ft thy ray, . 
. © But the dull mafs its power obey’d. 

© But an harmonious world was made.® 
ic ‘. - Which full, when thou withdraw'ft thy be Bt 
——®_ An undiftinguift'd Chaos feems, * 
© Forsehat are objects without fight? 
‘Or vifion, when involv’dinmght? 
® > * 














© Night is an univerfal grave, 
| Where things but doubrful being have 

Till them thy beams illuminate, -v 

And, ag it were, again create,” _. v 

—» Chorus, &c.. we Sr NK 


SWE At VTS § 


Hail, fource of immaterial fire, 

That ne’er begsn, cao ne'er expire ; 
Whofe orb, with ftreaming glories fraught, 
Dazzles the ken of human thought,’ 


I the d/pendent fpheres shove, 
By thy dircctiomfhine and move ; 
Ail puser dbcifdys here below, 
rom thy immediate cilence flow. 


Vhat ts the fovtof man, but light, 
Drawn down from thy traniceadent height ? 
Phat bur an ineellectual beam ; 
 Afpark of thy iminortal flaine ? 
¢ For aetbou rul’it with gladfome rays 
reaver worlds {o this the lefs: 
c thy own diffulive foul, 


“© Shoots lite and vigourthro’ the whole. 


nce then from thee st firft ic came, 
«To thee, tho’ clogg’d, it points its flames 
And confcious of faperior birth, 
FP Defpifes this unkindred earth.’ 
_ Chorus, &c. 


Hail, Orofmades, power divine { 
Permit us to approach thy thrise ; 
Verma thy votasics to raife 

\ . Their graceful vowes to thy praife. 


Thou artthe father of our kings, 

The ftem whence their high lineage fprings 3 
The fovercign lord, that does mantain 
Theig ancontrol’d and boundiefs reign. 


. b, then affi% thy drooping fon, 
jho long hasgtuc'd our Perfian throne | 
Dh, Yay he yet exeend his feay | 
We yer Arfaces’ rule obey ! 
Letthy vitality impart —~* 
w fpirits to his fainting heart: 


Let him, likethee (trom whom be fprung) 
Beever adtive, eset young.” 
Chorus, &c. 


Uv? 
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6 T 
“= 4 =, ~~ : i . . 
[ten the Mufic is ended, Memnon, Artaxerxes, 
Queen, Artaban, Oc, go off as they entered, fever, 
eal Mirza come: forsvard, and the Scene fouts; bt 
after Ametinu going out, and then Speaks. 


Mir. \WWhat means this foreign warmth withi 
breaft ? . 

Is this a time for any thought but vengeance 2 

‘That fatal beauty dazzies my weak fenfe, 

And blafls the refolution of my foul ; 

¢ My eyes in contradiction to my purpofe, 

6 Snil bent to her, and drunk the poffon in; 

© While I flood flupid in fufpence of thought, 

© And now like oil my flamicg fpirits blaze ; 

© My arteries. my heart, my brain 11 fcorch B 

y And} am allone fury.’ Feeife Mirza ! om 


Canitt thou give way to dotaye, and become = 

The jeft of tools? No! ‘tisimpoifible ; 

Revenge thall rouze, ‘and with her iron whips 
© DLafty forth this lazy ague froff my blood, 
_«* This malady of girls. Remember, ftatefmgn, 


© Thy fate and future fortunes now are jorming, 
~* And fummon all thy counfels to their aid,’ 
_ Ev’'n thy who'e foul——It wo’not be + Ameftris 
Still rifes uppermoft in all my thoughts, 
The mafter-piece of nature. The boy god 
_ Laughs at my rage, and triumphs o’er my folly 
= [-7 tumultuous nose ti beard, 
Ha! by the gods, ‘ris doing : Now, my flars, 
Be kind, and make me maffer of my with avonce, 
| Enter Magas. . 
But fee, the prieft—Why doft thou ftare and trem! 
Hive we fucceeded ? fay ; and eafe my fears. 
Mag. My foul is pierc’d with horgor! Bvery po 
Seems from his (hrine ro threaten us with venyean 
The temple reels, and all its pond’rous roof 
Nods at the protanation. a 
Mir. Bafe and tearful ! 
¢ How tan thy wretched foul conceive fuch monfte 
Canft thou, who wouldtt be great, be fuperflirious 
Bur ‘cis the coward’s vice. Say, arc our enemixs (ex 
: ‘ 
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THE AMBITIOUS STE OTHER, 


g. They are; the Prince, old Me:nnon, and his 

Orchanes’ hands; only Tigranes (daughter, 

i fome of lefler note are fied. 

r. No matter: ; 

pare the bul, the reft a lifelefs mafs, 

orth ourapprebeaiion. . 

y. Willyou ftay, 

ect the furious thunder of their rage ? 

ir. Iwill: chou may'tt retire, and fummon back 

featter'dfpirtsa: set not the crowd fee ( 

Ehy fears; ‘twill make thee vile and cheap among “em. 
. [ Fovie Mag, 

Exter Artaxerxes, Memnon, asd Ame&ris, prifeacri, 

Orchines and Guards. 

Are Shem! Villain! Anfwer—lay—how haft thou, 

Todothis infolene ? e¢ [dac'd 

Orch. I know my orders, 

Which from the Queen my miftrefs 1 receir’d, 

Who will avow her own authority. (pomible ! 
%rti Ha! trom the Queen! She durft not, ‘us ime 

*Tis facrilege ! "tis treafon } ‘tis damnation | 

Am I not Artaxerxes ? Born to empire, 

The next degree to gods ¢ O thou bnyht Sun, : 

That roll’it above, the object of our worth: p, 

Cant thou behold, and not avenge thy race f “ 

Thy igjur’d race? If I could ought admit { 

Unowgsthy of thy great original, , 

: | 

3 


_—s im 





,et me be doom d to gall this villain’s flave. 
If not, why am I made the fcorn of wretchea 
* Somuch bglow me, thac they hardly thare 
« The common privilege of kind: but are i. 
beults to men 
m. See where the mafter-villain flands ! Unmov’d 
parden'd in impicty ; he laughs 

fiétitious jutttee of the goas, 
hints their thunder has nut wings to reach hime 
now, the joy thy triumph brings isfhort; 
ate (if the gods govern) or at leaft q 
nind, 's beyood thy reach, and fcorns thy malice, 
r. Dull, valiant fool, thy ruin ie the ieaft, 
moft ignoble tnumph of my wit. : 
uder’s blood aks fer fubantisl vengeance, AZ d 

*¢ Ana 


* - 
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et 
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* And when the thought that labours in my br 
_ © Appearsin aéton, thou thale know the caufe 
© Why I remain to view thy hared face, 
 * That blafis me with us prefence. Thou thalt ka 
And curfe thyfelf ; curfe the ill-omen'd day 
That gave thee birth ; renouncing allibe pods, 
Thyfelf of them renounc’d, thalt tink to hell 
In bitsereft pangs, and mingle with the furies. 
Mem, Unhallow'd dog, thou ly’ft! The utmoff 
Of all chy ftudy’d malice cannotmove me 
* To any a¢t that mifbecomes my courage ;" 
And it the gods intrial of my virtue, 
‘Can yield my life up to the hangman's mercy, 
J'll thew thee with what eafe the brave aod honeft © 
Gan put off lite, all thow thale damn thy ard, 
Thy wretched arts, and imporertte of malice. 
Mir, Rett well aflur’d, thou Mialr have caufe to try 
The philofophic force of pative virtue. 
__ rt, Oh, death to greamcfe ! Can we fall folow, 
‘To be the tlavifhh obje@ of his firth ? 's 
* Shall my juft rage and violared honour * 
© Play the buffoon, and minifter to laugheer ? “— 
< Down, n, my fwelling Neart, hide thy refentmens, 
© Nor profiitute the ruffled majefty 
© Of injuc'd princes tothe gazing crowd; 
« My face fhall learn to cover the emotion 
_¢ My wounded foul endures.” Ha! my Ameft 
My love ! my royal bride! The fpotler, Grief, 
Defaces every feature : ikelabeateliige 
“That raz'd the beaucies of the firit creation=- 
~ I cannot bear it—Villaing, give me way— 
| [Hebreats from the Guards that boid hint, and « 
3’ belief Ameftne. 
Dh! letme hold thee in my throbbing bofom, 
And ftrive to hide thy forrowe from my fight; 
canmot fee thy griets: and yer I want 
Phe power to bnag reiref. 
fim. Ab! no, my Prince; ; 
here are no remedies tor ills like ours 
My helpiefe fex by nature ftends expos’ 
cy ithe wrongs etn} ties of furtune t 
etencecis im myfeli, you were my retuge, 
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w alone I Hiv'd Seis dic 
1 be happy.’ , my . ne 
1 guic cou Meet om ftars, 
her we are blefa’d or our 


~ Ww eh a malignant joy my ears ¢ 
harmonious accent; every glane 
y heart, and firs alternate motone 
a wand sold; alazy pleafurenow, = 
il my veins, anon defire grows hot, — 
pid finews fhrink beforethe flame. — f 
30 én on me with thygangeVe void 


: Ts this iss all cur w Bak" 
indulge ou gr bef grill long, ufe rs 
e lofe : o*. pain. 


Of cruel wrongs te 


Che mur hs { 
ae ¢ mur of c my ae 





convey the lady to Lord Mirza’s 

yeen’s will the (hall be there conf 

nou canf ‘ieee a ~~ 
dar'ft pte we j 


| nd on ihn, ft be Guare 
me ore = ny rene ay 


a 





: ye Wry. i. ileand gi 
Enp of the Tran, ct. 


ee SCENE, Te Palace. 


“Enter Artaban and Cleanthes. 


& ARTABan, 
IS bafe and impious! Where are the ties 
cep mankind in order, if religion 
phic faith be violated? = "Tis an twjur 
« | eurds both gods and men, and dares ted 
= Clean. ‘The teartul croud already es 
real t off their folemn {ports, their fong 
anes idly in tumultuous concert join t 


f Mee a r fit in every face, 
me read the anger of aad 
wie ihe knee ches of popular ony, 
wheruebgcapte ch they 

The facred power ty, wh 
ne and protects t Boces . 
bot, fall not be: who ficals a crown — 
ct ele, wears i it unworthily. Cs 
‘he Queen, ydur mother, Sir, fhe will 

| Phibree! ‘her power has ¢ 


~ ivalfhip oa mpi. Wm 
E, te the Re Mirza and Asiendanis. 
r you of con 
teat. : 
S tuehce.. 2 


ater 2 cones ae -* 


| - Pe for g 
y fake ™ <a fon, joy to fa 
. more. = 
=, E 2 


~~ By 
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ape 
maj lott, 
"wa ould feek for i immor 
lez «ae weary'body to enjoy 
1Onourable reft from care and ficknefs ;” 
~ Ve ce to his afhes, and eternal fame 
well with hie memory; while we who live 
ook back — mulation on his greatnef 
| s fteps ftrive to afcend 
t height where once he fat. . . 
‘Thou haft already » Cae 
in'd the lofry fummit of his glo 
thre oa ¢ts thee but to fig and Allie. = 
Arte jadam ; when the gods choofe worth 
a whom “8 e fuch greatnefs, they furr? oe 
he glorious ih rol aud ee dans’ be 
bid t man wh d bg great phe ut 
bi * tf ae 3 ae o 
i ~ the g Saelike rc ive of a 
men and gods wi h juftice fhall con 
ely the ‘ward of what I merit. 
ez, What means my fon ? a 
lie for a crown. 


hat fa ote wou 


é isi ghe; is now forge 
es me much to fay, my roy 
ee upon thefe tewns, 
m your hands : the confciau 


mig Qn 


ing ought , 
‘nat wear-hie Pe piel gift 
ou treachery and 


jl . 


ot ts 3 
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£m ae 
sah: canike “eee -a folly. 


a been bred in the PwWiie 
rly taught 


howl ithe Zo Iden of pm 


h th 
found of virtue? A dry r 
dants have wry a boy's 


no i rly eden rahe 
ke a flave befor this or wait his plesfseiias - 


ndenton his fcanty peniion;, 
rd thy fervile loyalty, , ants 
ruler of fome petty province, 
of ro alk nD up. | 
: efslw 


c fF ahaopmen! yor a ae 
m as ral toe. wie 2 

ry Cather's fate “ditholves that truce, 
oud en Bag a, * tis \war < in 


Sian ek rhe 2+ 
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error only Rave | hurr 
7 aust me Au: hing. < 
A mother’acare is watchful 
| dott, th “uhonourable te 
he ou vainly hunt in » bloc cia 
f. ge which thy willir cy eC 
to thy hands : ‘in battles witt 


Sock he 18 loft. 

atier, let her fy ;. the sores a 

Rendahihd aad commar bitter fi ! 

ot my uniftrefs, but mye rom 
at reads the name o 

of empire, fhail not Diu An 





And r Faw ctane sodsbe geane ‘0 by 
rince my enemy; ‘ as if being con 

‘ flelfer worth, and of unequal courage 
durft not fairly ftrive with him for g 
the abhorr’d and tiny iOliabtachiety 
Srcurely dic unknown to future ages ; 

ow our fhame muit be deliver’d down, — 


all Lib in ply ho that fire my foul, 

al m4 ue ut «brand oh. puni | 
‘ 9 : . Tis ‘rous well ! ung ig 
Porat - ~ ‘ 


ol eaten renown'd for early jufti 
ad mark your oftentatiousloy: of virtue; iy 
“nin their bloods who lift you uptop 
haps we too ourfelves mult be arraign’ 
Before your puny bar, and feal your 
vill be a ae fubject for icapite 
Ye om h matter Pa eclaiming flatt 
As m, are my mother: 2} 


Nes 


nee no. ee in her that bor 
wet th ATC 
ecn, Mayobeimmortal, oa v5 
zane oD do to caufe — 
snorthy p the a ature of my f 
recs me acy 
Furrevhende 


ance of a ie 
he: Oa ccsitatenhas fer ; 
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Sorn, nurs’d, and bred a villain, you would fear 
he wortt effects his malice could exprefs 
Ma virtue which he hates, when in his power. 
Art. What is the wortt ? 
Mem. What my old fault’ring tongue 
Prembles co utter ; goatifh luft and rape. 
Art. Ha! rape! if there are gods, it is impoffible. 
Afcm. Oh! dreadful image for a father’s thought ! 
o have his only child, her fex’s boaft, 
Phe joy of fight, and comfort of his age, 
Jragg'd bya villain, flave, * his ruthlefs hand 
und in her hair,’ to fome remote dark cell, 


fe ne for horror fit, there to be blotted 
“dy his foul luft, ¢ rill appetite be gorg’d.’ 
favage firft, let this old hand 
hat oft haeblefs’d her, in fer blood be drench’d ; 
me behold her dead, dead at my foor, 
ff father’s greater fhame and forrow. 
fre. A father! What's a father’s plague co mine ? 


ufband and a lover! if it @an be, 
here is fuch a hoarded curfc in flore, 
insfixme now, ye gods, now let your thunder 
1 on my head, and trike me to the center, 
eft, it I thould furvive my ruin’d honour 
nd injur'd love, I fhould ev’n curfe your godheads, 
un banning and blafpheming thro’ the world, 
hd with my execrations fright your worfhippers 


rom kneeling at your altars.” 
Enter Cleone with a Dark-Lanthorn and Key. 


Ci. This wayghe echoing accents feem to come ; 
is the wretched prince ! * Oh, can you hear him, 
yet refufe tolend your aid, ye gods ? 

This gloom of hortid night fuits well my foul, 
t > ° F - 
worth, and indignation, 


tL confilfion i rty lab’ring brealt, 


alYo’er chads, 
» alas! 
Artaxerxes, Perfia's heir? 
amp to chear the difmal fhade 


holy dungeon ! § Slaves, murderers, 
F 6 Viluins 
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62 3: A MBIT OUS STEP-MOTH ER. 
£ Villains that crofles wait for, are not us’d thus.’ 
I'll thew my felf. 
(She turas the Light, and comes tewards 
Artaxerxes and Memnon. 
Mem. Ha! whence this gleam of light ? 
Art. Fase is at hand, let’s hafte to bid it welcome, 
It brings an end of wretchednefs. 
Cle. Speak lower ; 
Zam afriend: long live prince Artaxerxes. 
Art, What wretch art thou, that hail’ft me witha curfe? 
Come from that cloud that muffles up thy face; a 
\nd if chou haft a dagger, fhew it boldly : 
We wiflito die. 
Cle. Think better on my errand ; 
I bring you bleffings, liberty and life, ’ 
And come the minifter of happier fate. 
(Turns the Light on berfilf, ~ 
Now down, my blood, down to my trembling heart, 
Nor fparkle in my vifage to besray me. [ot fide, 
Art. Hat aslilive, a boy! a Biutntdg toy . 


" Thou wert not form'd fure for a murderer's office ;_, 


Speak then, and tell me what and whenee thou art. 

Cle. Oh, feek not to unveil a trivial fecret, 

Which known imports you not. Jama youth 
Abandon’d to misfortunes from my birth, 
And never knew one caufe to joy in life, 
‘But this that puts it in my power to fave 
A prince lke Artaxerxes. Ask nd more, 
~ Bur follow thro’ the mazes that I tread, 
~~ Dntil you find your fafery. 
Aart. Thus forbidding, 
hou piv'ft me caufe t’ enyuire: are then the guard 
‘That when the day went down, with ftricteft watch 
Obdferv'd the temple gates, remov'd or fled ? 

Cle They are not, bur with numbers reinferc’d — 97 
Keepevery paflage; only one remains + 
Thro’ Mirza’s palace, open to our flight. z ¢ Sn 

Mem. Ha! Mirza! there's damnation in his t . 
Ruin, deceit, aud treachery atiend it ; 

Can life, can liberty or fafety, cume 
‘From him, or ough: th. has an intereft in him ? 
Rather, fulpect this tcigning boy his initrument, 
ie 
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To plunge us deeper yet, if poffible, 

_In mifery ; * perhaps fome happy accident, 

* As yetto usunknown, preferves us from 

© The utmoft malice of his hate while here, 

© This fets his wicked wit at work to draw us 

* Forth from this holy place ; much becter be 

* The pris’ners of the gods, than wear hiefetters.” 
Cle. Unfortunate fufpicion ! what fhall I fay 

To urge ‘em tobe fafe, and yet preferve 

Bly wretched felf unknown ? [Mile 
* Art, Surely that tace 

© Was not defign’d to hide diffembled malice. 

¢ Say, youth, art thou of Mirza’s houfe (as fure thou mufty 

© If thou pretend’ft to lead us shat way forth) 

© od canit thou bea friend to Artaxerxes, 

© Whom that fell dog, shat minifter of devils, 

_ © With mott opprobrious injuries has loaded ? 
« Cle. Tho’ ] am his, yet fuce I never thar'd 

© Hic hate——Shal! I confeis and own my fhame ? 

* Oh, heavens! ® 

¢ Mem. Mark, th’ unready traitor ftammers; 

© Half-bred, and of the mungrel ftrain of miichief, 

* He has not art enough to hide the cheat, 1 
His deep-defiyning Jord had better plotted. ’ 

© Away! ‘Thinks he fo poorly of our wit, 

* To gull us with a novice ?—— If our fate 
Has giv’n us up, and mark’d us for deftruction, 

* Tell him, we are refolv'd to meet it here. 

© Cle.’ Yet bear me, prince, fince you fufpect me fent 

By Mirza, t enfnare you, know I ferve 

Dh, gods a what am I reductd !) [ 4fde. his daugh- 

le god compaffionate of your woes has ftirred § [ter? 

man’s pity in her fofter breaft ; 

| i ‘ions a her I come to give you liberty. 


: 10 Believe Me. 
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lam, The waiting tears flood ready for command, 
sow they flow to warnith the falfe tale.” 


“His daughter, fay'ft thou ? I have feen the maids 
thou ferve her; and could flefend theetome? 
Du alikely riddle. 
Perhaps ’us meant, 
Fa 
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That the who thares his puifonous blood, fhall 
| The pleafure of his vengeance, * and inure 
© The woman's hands and eyes to death and mifchiel.’ 

But thou, her inftrument, begone, and fay, 

The fate of princes is not fport for girls. 
__ Cle, * Some envious power biafts my pious purpofe, 

* And nought but death remains: O that by that 
* 1 might perfuade him to believe and truft me ; « 
© And fly that fate which with the morning waits him ! 
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I grieve, my lord, to find your hard fufpicion 
Debars me from preferving your dear life, 
(Which not your own Ameftris wifhes more.) 
"To-morrow’s dawn (Ob! let me yet prevail) 
The crue! Queen refolves fhall be your laft. 
Oh, fly ! lec me conjure you, -ourfelf. 
May that moft awful god that here is worfhipp’d 
Deprive me of his chearful beams for ever, 
“Make me the wretched’ft thing he fees while tiving, ; 
» And after death the loweft ot fhe damn’d,’ 
If I have any thought buc for your fafery. 

dr. No, I hnve found the malice of thy miftrefs 3 
ince [ refus’d her love when the was proffer’d 
By her ambitious father for my bride, 
And ona worthier choice beftow’d my heart, 
he vows revenge on me for fhghted beauty. 

Cle. My Icrd, youdo her moft unmanly wrong; 
he ownsthe merit of the fair AmeRris, 
Sorever durft imagine fhe deferw’d you. 
Ih! {pare that NOupht, or blot her virgi 
n hilence Mill fle wonder'd at your virtues, \ 
Blefs’d you, norat her own ill fate repin'd ; 
‘This wounds her moit, that you fe%_4 unkindly — 
Ih’ ofticious piety that would have fay’d yeu. 
Sarelefs of an offended father’s rage, . 
rf you alone concern’d, the charg’d me guide 
Vh en midnight fleep had clos’d obferving eyes, _— 
afe thro” her father’s palace with this key— 
id if I met with any that durftbar 
yur Pafluge forth, Ihe bid me greet him thus — 


“ [Artaxerxes catches ber a 
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Art, Whathaft thou done, rath boy ? 
Clr, Giv’n you the laf, ' 
And only proof remain’d, that could convince you 
Z held your life much dearer than my own, 
Mom, Horrid amazement chills my freezing veins ! 
. Cle. Let me conjure you with my lateft breath, r 
Make hafte to feize the means thac may preferve you; 
This key, amidft the tumult of this night, 
(Giving the Keyg 
Will open you a way thro’ Mirza’: palace. . 
May every god aififtand guard your tlight : 
And Oh! when all your hopes of love and gtory 
Are crown’d with juit fuccefs, will you be good, 
And think with pity on the loft Cleone ? 
Art, Ten thoufand difmal fancies crowd my thoughttg 
Oh ! is it poffible thou caait be the, 
Thou mott unhappy fair- one ? 
Cle. Spare my fbame, 
Nor call the blood that flows to give me peace, 
Bick to my dying checks# Can you forget 
Who was my father ; and remember only 
How much I with’d I had deferv’d your tnendthip 7 
Nay, ler my tongue grow bold, and fay, your love ® 
Bur "twas not in my fare, 
Art. What fhall I fay, . 
To witnefs how my grateful heart is touch'd? . 
* But, Oh! why would’ft thou give this fatal infance?™ 
Why haft thou flain'd me with thy virgin blood ? 
Lf{wear, fweet faint, for thee I could forgive 
The mialice ot thy father, ‘ tho’ he feeks 
My life afd crown ; thy goudhefs might atone 
n for a nation’s fins.’ Look up, and lire, 
hou fhale {till be near me as my heart. 
-- Oh, charming founds, thar gently lull my foul... 
afting reft! & {wear cis more, : 

y to die thus blefs‘d, than to bare hiv’d 
ynarch's bride : may every biciing wait you's 
and peace, ftilimay you be the gieateity: 
ronrite of the gods, and joy of men-—— 
t—Oh, let me bean upon your arm——— ‘eh 
© Hold upthe light, my father.” Ha! the fwoons? 
on hand of death ison her beauties. - 2 
F 3 Ane 
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And fee, like lilies nipp'd with froft, they langnith. 
Mem, My tough old foldier’s heare melts at the fight; 

And an unwonted pity moves my breaft ; 

1l-fated maid! too good for that damn’d race, 

‘From which thou drew’ ft thy being! fure the gods, 

Angry, cre while will be at length appeas’d 

Vith this egregious victim : let us tempt ’em 

low while they feem to fmile. ¥ 
rt. A beam of hope 

Strikesthro’ my foul, like the firft infant light 

“‘Vhat glanc’d upon the chaos ; if we reach 

The open city, fate may be ours again: 

dur Oh ! whate’er fuccefs or happine{s 

Attend my life, ftill fair unhappy maid, _ 

en! fhall thy memory be my grief_and honor, 

Dn one fix’d day incach returning year, 

Cyprefs and myrtle for thy fake I'll wear ; 
avin my Ameltnis thy hard fate fhall mourn, 

And with freth rofes crown thy virgin urn, 
Till in Blyfium blefs'd, thy gentfe fthade 

Shall own my vows of forrow juftly paid. ~ [ Excunty 
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: SCENE, Mirza’s Palace. c 
Enter Mirza, Magas, asd Attendants, svith sightiy 
‘ © Miaza, ; 


SHO! You o’er-rate the danger. 
' * Mera. If I do, 
fe er in the extreme, fince you efteem it ¢ 
much tuolightly. Think you then tis nothipg, 
vis horrid jar of tumult and confufion ? = 
ads white with years, and vere’d in long expe 
10 yet remember all the different changes 
rolling age produces, cannot call 
mind one infence dreadful as this night, 
srnal difcomi, hideous to behold, 
s, like its ceil genius, o’er the city, 
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And fends a fnake to every vulgar breait. 
From feveral quarters the mad rabble fwarm, 
Arm’d with the inftruments of hafty rage, 
And in confus’d diforderly array 
Mott formidable march : their differing clamors, 
Together join’d, compofe one deafening found zg 
*Arm! Arm! they cry, religion 1s no more, 
Our gods are flighted, whom if we revenge nots, 
War, peftilence, and famine, will enfue, 
And univer{al ruin fwallow all. 
* Mir, A crew of mean, unthinking, heartlefs flaver, 
§ With eafe ftirr’d up to mutiny, and quell’d 
With the fame eafe, with like Vas S| ihew, 
Their joy or anger: both are naife and tumult, 
And ftill, when holidays make labour ceafe, 
They meetand fhout: do thefe deferveour fears ? 
* Maz. Moft certainly they may; if we confider 
Fach circumftance of peril that concurs ; 
Tigranes, with the reft thgt ‘(cap'd the temple, 
Are mix'd amongft this herd, and urge the wrongs 
Which with the gods their prince and Memnon fuffer. . 
‘ Mir. Nor need we tearev'n that, fafe in the aid - 
And number of our friends, who treble theirs : 
For this mad rout, that hum and fwarm together, 
For want of fomewhat to employ their folly, 
Ipdulge ‘esff in their fancy for religion. 
Thou and thy holy brotherhood of priefts 
Shalf t& proceflion bed the facred fire, 
nd allour golden gods; let their friends judge 
A3i1 they kepk not kindly as of, old ; 
bapt amufement for a crowd, 
¢ and gather round the gaudy fhew, 
et the thoughts of mutiny. 
vait yoy. 
'y gO not you too with us; 
your wifdom in moft high regard, = — 
reatly fway'd by your perfuafion ; a 
:is well worth vour care and prefence. _ 
4 ou'll not need my abd: belies, my fr ier fT 
isnight are deftin'dtoatahk 9§ © al 
*¢ than are the fates of millions ~ & 
ing fvule as theirs. As yet the fecret ‘<= 
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: THE AMBITIOUS STE CO ER 

© Isimmature, not worth your prefent knowledge ; 

© To-morrow that and all my breaftis yours. 

© J muft not, dare not truft him with my weaknefs, 

© ’Twill mark me for his fcorn; "cis yet fome wifdom, 

® If we muftneeds be fools, to hide our folly.  [Afdes 

¢ Mag. He means the prifoners’ death; let him engrofs 75 

$ The people's hate, monopolize damnation, 

© J will be fafely ignorant of mifchief. [ Sfdew 

© Hereafter when your wifdom fhall think fic 

* To thare thofe thoughts, and truft ’em with your friend,, 

© Jfhall be pleas’d to know ; this inftant hour 

¢ My cares are all empluy'd on my. own province, 

Which haftee me hence. 

© Mir. May all your gods afift vou.” (Escuaten 


SCENE, ax Apartment fe Mirza’s Palace. >" : 


Enter Ameftris. 

Am. Will ye not hear, ye ever gracious Gods & 
(Since furc you do not joy mn oy misfortunes, 
But only try the ftrength of our frail virrue) - 
Are not my forrows full ? can ought beadded ? 
My royal Jord, and father! yet dear names 
2 which my all of happinefs wes fumm’d, 
What have the minifters of fare done with you 
Are younot dead? Too fure! that’s paft mdoubr: [bandl 
Oh, Memoon! Oh, my prince! my father OF, my huf- 
nter Mirza. 
Mir. Such Juno was (except alone thofe 
When, upon Idu’s tap the charm’d the 
tat long had been a ftraager to her bed ; 
Made him forget the bufinefs of the world 

nd Jay afide his providence, t’employ 
The hole divinity upon her beauty. 
nd fure *twas worth the while; had I b 
w had I too been plea’d to be deceiv’d . 

to immortal joys. O ceafe hy tears '— 
Am. Give ‘em me back, or if the grave 
flore to none, Oh, join my fate to their 
{ us together in fome Glent vault, 
here J may fit and weep all death’s ki 
hall lay me gently by my lord's dear f 
ad huth my forrows in eterna! flumber. 
Sr. In pity to your form afluage thofe tears, 
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Sorrow is beauty’s bane ; norlet your breaft 
Harbour a fear: I wage not war with fair ones; 
* But with you would efface thofe ugly thoughts, 
© That live in your remembrance t perplex you j* 
Yuet joy, the native of your foul, return, 
And love’s gay god fit fmiling in your eyes, 
Aserft he ard = I bring you joy and glory, 
And would fo fully recompente the lofs 
You fondly mourn, that when you count the gaing, 
Yourfelf fhould own your torrunes ae well chang’d, 
fim. Oh, impious comforter ! talk’ft thou of joy, 
When nature dictates only death and horror? 
Js there a god can break the laws of fate, 
‘And give me back the precious lives l’ve loft ? 
hat nam’it thou recompence ? Can ought atone 
or blood? A father’s an® a hufband’s blood ! 
Such comfort brings the hungry midnight wolf, 
When having flain the fhepherd, fmear’d with gore, 
Je leaps amiditthe helplefs bleating flock. 
Afir. Away with this p@verfenets of thy fex, 
Thefe fooltth tears, thefe peevith fighs and fobbings,” 
pok up, be gay, and chear me with thy beauties, 
nd tothy with I will indulge thy fancy. 
ot all th’ imagin’d fplendor of the gods a as + 
‘all match thy pomp, fublimely thalt thou fhine, 
1e boaft aU ylory of our AGan world ; 
fhe of allthy tow’ringfex 
lee (thou lowely fair) in power. 
pow 98 yer, and place fupreme. 
e is but one, one only thing to thin Of, 
lord, and his dark gaping grave, | 
‘los’d impatient of nak mi 
len, gentle maid, whi 
oftnefs to thy ear, 
alcyom brooding o'er the waves) 
fluence huth thy ftormy gricis.’ 
! and if thou bear’it one thouphec 
aft, Oh, leave me to my elf. a | 
efence, hideous to foul 
nfolations, ftrive toadd 
rs, that fwell’d withour chy} 
d bubbie o’er the margin, 
pe’ 5 
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Mir. What if I talk’d of love ? 

Am. Of love! Oh, monfter ! 

Afir. If love be monftrous, fo is this fair frame, 

This heauteous world, this canopy, the fy, 

© That {parkling fhines with gems of light innumerable g 

© And fo art thou and I, fince love made all ; 

* Who kindly reconcil’d the jarring atoms 

© In friendly league, and bid ’em be a world. 

“Frame not thy lovely mouth then to blafpheme 

* Thy great Creator; thou art bis, and made for y, 

© His more peculiar fervice ; thy bright eyes, 

* Thy moift red lip, thy rifing fnowy bofom, 

© Thy every part was made ro furnifh joy, 

. gy n to a riotous excels of happine(s. 

Dh, give me but to taite thy blifsful charme, 

And take my wealth, my hono«r, pow'r, take all, 

All, all for recompence. 

Am, Execrable wretch! 

Thus, is it thus thou wouldft afluage my forrows ! 

W hen thy inhuman bloody cruelty, ! 
7. 












































































fow with redoubling pangs cleave my poor heart 
mit thou befpetted with the recent {laughter 
proficr impious love ; accurfed fiend ! 
Jorror and griet fall tum me to a fury; : 
H with my echoing cries I will purfue hee, vn ° 7 
nd halloo vengeance in thy guilty care; +» 
Vengeance for murder! for my prince 
nd for Fs rold yo !* Think 
art the plague and fcourge of hi 
at there is peace for thee, whilft I 
ith raging forrow. Vengeance, vi 
sat as my woes! ‘ my dear, dear A 
Mir, Lam not lucky a: the glofing art 
of catching girls with words ; but "tis nos 
arce isa {ure refort: and when at“ai 
tence asa tow'ring faulcon from her heig 
firikethe prey, it is my own. 
ate fool, how dar'ft thou crofs my 1 
ce the famc hand that has avenged m 
mon my Other foes, commands thy fa 


Kes *, in compafiion of thy beauty 
_ hend to fave thee, yet, at 
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Revenge may ftill take placem=think wellon thar, © 
Am. That, that isall the mercy which I atk ; 
Indulge thy thirfty malice in my blood, 
And haften me to peace, * my woman's heart 
* Shall gather all its lirtle flock of courage 
* To arm me for the blow. Tho’ death be terrible, 
* Ghattly and pate, yet I will joy to meet him. 
* My better life already ts deftroy'd, 
* Imperfect now and wanting half myfelf, ~ 
© J wander here in vain, and waaethy hand 
© To guide and re-unite me to my iord. 
Mir. Alas! thou haft not read aright thy dediny, 
Matter of much import requires thy life, 
And ftill detains thee here. Come, 1’ll inftruct thee, 
And put thee in the way of fate’s defign. ' 
e [ Laying bold om bere 
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Am. Unhand me, villain ! 

Mir, Nay, you muft nor ftruggle, 
Nor frown, and look atkew: fantattie fex ! 
Meeps men on the drudgery to force you 
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' 
er. ar ie Shall he brave you, 
Vege nit Ii not your lightning ban hi 
r gods have pleafurce of their ot 
harms the wanton Jove, 
he revels, nor has leifure 
ee i ray ing. 

, {weet heaven! ‘ 
Oh fave me! fave me! fave me! — 
ne along! yoli fee you flrive in vai 
Striving with b 

hope of aid from nt men? «© 
thee then, kneel to thee, ° 
erf and tears implore thy pity. 
, forenchantment dwells upor, thy tongy 
e fluttering fpirits in my blood | 
ty on tothe celeftia! found.” + 
tfiall 1 fay to move him to compafic 
| prostvate thus upon the earthy 
ire you, {pare my virgin honour; — 
Dinit a wrong to you unprofitable, 
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Yet worfe to me than torments, racks, and death ;* 
Kill me, the laft of my unhappy race, 
And let old Memnon’s name wath me be loft. 
* If death be not enough, let me live wretched; 
ulloff thefe robes, and clothe me like a flave, 
* Then fend me our to labour at fome village, 
* Where.] may groan beneath a cruel matter, 
* Be hardly us’d, and want e’cn food and raiment, 
* Till cold, and dist, and poverty fhall change 
B And make me loathfome as my fellow-wretches. 
Oh! let my rage claim only this one privilege, 
To wrap mein the grave a fpoclefs maid.’ 
ad ire That tongue which pleads, makes all entreating 
> in, 
hy every motion, each complaining accent, 
Varms me alrefh, and urges ncw defire ; 
Thou art, thou muft be mine, nor heaven nor earth, 
Nor the confpiting power of hell fha!l fave thee," 
long to lofe my age in thy embraces, | 
o baik and wantonin thy warner fun 
|a new youth fhoot thro’ me. o 
it. Chafle Diana, 
7 hou, the guardian of the marriage bed, 
ie ¢ [G crtiag loafe J 
, royal Juno, Oh, proteét thy votar 
. * My jaded age and weak enever 
pand thrink unequal to their offic 
ce yield ; come, yield and bg qu 
> j * i_Mt ing by 
and be any thing. I Pin aS 
: herce convulfive flarts, this ragin 
nks my blood. 
» Ohynever, never, ocrer. 
caufe like this will turn me to a fighter 
rit galp, to death I will refifte 
» My cowurd ttrength, ‘ doit thou 
ty?’ 


fe, and defer e the pleafure thou woulk 
#. Unmanly traitor !—feize him, all 
| the frupgek fie draws bis owa puxiard, 
[fal ag} Damnation! Oh, my 
k m a the earth, Teh 5 








a a>”. 


the wall founding dome 
Tarot eon i filence. 


rious of the Caufe er'd, 


| rane on Fto fight !) yoldsoly ds daughter 
refs’d | y, thea warm, and newly dead. 
Ine wound was on her breatt. Wh the we! there, 


O bay Sener tensll eg. ne tll, 


*ners pe ata 








ete 


: ow tempt. 


ae 


Re-enter Amefiris, 


; ny We cam i 1 pafs ; that /RUay. - 


me row , 


e guarded, ate hay clos’d 
Fa reel? 


aut tob 
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Tago. With her; on her—what you will— 
Otb. Lie with her! 
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1? re 
Store Bien fet on in the dark, 
R bas rou that are “fcap'd: 
n ft fain » and Redorige dead. » 
visa, tun you to the citadel, 

‘Aud tell my lord and egy une hath hap’d. 
Will you go on afore ?—This is the night, 


4 bat either makes me, oF fordves me quite. 
seas: Rereeninaee 
7 mg hE eles, Bis 
ZNE, a ‘Be d-chamber: ‘Defdemona it | diftowere 
| afle p, im ber bed. 
Exter is cdowk avith a Li, be and a Sword. | 


o ais y 
Len 


val the Severd. 


Ne mal dies Pl the betray ~s 
( a~ 4 then—put out the light ? 


n! hath ee, thou flaming: miniter, 
“rep mere at ts Dut Ne 
t pattern of exce — Se 


d it 
; | AD FF ‘a 
altel 


- 
ede entystiy, “* 
eae ae 

ch OM Tier: 





at tal mutt weep, 
But they are re tears; thio forrow’s hea-erl 
It ftrikes where it doth lowe.— — 

Df. Who's there? Orin. oti+ 

Orb. Ay, Defdimazmea. p 

Def. Will you come to-bed, my Jordi? , P 

Orb. Have you pray’d, to-night, DiydemeweP 

Def. Av, my lord. 

Orb. If yen =beusial ‘yourfelf of any crime, 
Unreconcil'd, as yet; to heav’n and grace, 
Sovicie tor it lraighr. 

Df. Alack, my lord, 

What may you'mean by chat? 

O:5 Well, do it, and be brief Ee will walk by. 

I would not kilfthy: ‘anprepared fpiritge 8 
No, (heav’ns forfend !}p f would'not kill thy foul. 

Def. Talk yooof killing! © © 

Orb. dig, edo ee A eet Oe te 

Def. Then heav'n have mercy on met «. 
~ Orb, Amen, with all my heart. - . 

Def. If yo@ fay fo, I hope aa we kill m te 

A 


- 
~ 


Ors Hum. — “"? , eerie 
Dif. Andeyet I fear you: for you're fatal th 
When your eyes rol? fo. Why yl he no 
Since guilt I know not: yet, Hfeel I fear. — 2 
Ord. ‘Think on thy Gns, om == r 
D/. They're loves 1 bear to vou + — 4) 
~ Orb. Ay, and for that thowdy'tt. © 5 7 
ae That death’s unnatx iral, oe for le oving. 
as! why gnaw : 
Some dtGEd ypastodabees 


akes Poured ve 5 ra 


Thefe are pape bu yet Lhope, 1} hop 
Vhey do not re ~ 4 ar Pf 4. 
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Peace, be ill, = VATU 


LD), will fo ‘bat’s the matterr 
4 2 rn Thac handkerchief, in” 
I fo lov'd, and gave thee, How pav’ft C off. 
Dy. No, by my life and foul fend for the man, 
And afk him. 
- er. Sweet fool, take heed, wake heed of perjury : 
Bheu art on thy death-bed. 
Dy. Aye, but not yet to die. , .% 
Ors. Prefently ; 
Therefore confefs thee freely for thy fin; Sue 
or to deny each article with an.oath, . ~ : 
Cannot remove, nor choak, the ftrong commption: 
I do groan withal. Thou art to die. 
“Dif Oh, heav’n have mercy on me! 
Orb, | fay, amen. 
Def. And have you mercy, too!—TI never did 
Ofen: you, in iny life; never lov’d Cafe, 
But with fuch general warranty of heav’n, | 

al wightlove, I never gave him token. 

- Oe. By heav’n, I faw my handkerchief in's hand. 
(Oh, Tee Sa ge bee Rone my heart; 


28 me call, what i tend. to do, 
murt whic maporee nee . 


the handkerchief. 
2% j. He found it, then: 
7 it hime Send for hio~ rid 


ees or. 4 
i hath nfc# °y . o ] 
Wi) ee J tga a 
ata “ b—wus'd thecwe a” #s 
lo +, ; "a aaa —-— << BS o- Ve 
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Ne ei == es is + -Boppidiees» y= 
eh Taye | ath ta’en order for't. 

y fi ar interprets, then—W hat 0s he dead ? 

) all his hem all. ‘been hives, my revenge 






» Ob. Down, Pe be ~ 
Def Kill me, to- _mousotie eater sinh 
Orb. Nay, if you ftrive—— 













Def. But half an hour. : 

Orb. Being donc, there is no paufe. . 

Def. But while I fay one prayer. ; 
Ord. It is too late. { He Justhers ber , 


Azmilia ut the Deer. 
JE mil. My lord,*my lord! what, hoa! my local 








my lord t 
Orb. What noife is this! Not dead! not yet quite 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; (dead ! 
I would not have thee linger in thy pain. 
So, fo. ©" © . 


Emil. withia.) What, hoa, my lord, my lords 

Orb. Who's there? 

Emil. Oh, my good lord, I would fpeak a word 

with you. 

Orb. Yes, 'tis Aimilla-—By and by—She's dead, 
Tis like the comes to fpeak of Cc Se s death; 
The noife was high—Ha, no more moving t 
Still as the grave. Shall the come in? Were’t good > 
I think the Rirs again —No—What's the beit? 
If the come in, the’ll fure fpeak to my wife. — 
My wife! my wife!” What wife? I have no wife, — 
Oh, unfupportable! Oh, heavy hour |! 
Methinks, it fhoald be now a huge eclipfe 
Of fan avid moon, and that the arighted-globeeht 
Should yawn at alteration -t & 










Emil. | befeech your — 
That I may fpeak with yous O geamy lor 

Orb Thad forgot thee, harm: a 

© Ie hae been july remorked, vise, Def A 






veconcila her pecovering Speck, yet, — nevwaresy 
ober wife, wenstura 
t There me wat neturel, well-drawn | cocfulice ia th: 


which comclede with great magnicede of 
G3 
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What's + shevtnattdapristhdhce , nowteCome in, fm 
sl ihe Gh, my good lord, yonder’s foul murthes 
v, b sore now | Hee afdone 
Amik But now, my lord. aa 
on It is the very crror of the»monn ; 
he comes more near the canbe? was wont, 
And makes men mad. 
mil. Cafio, my lord, hath kita 
A young Fenetian, called Roderige. » \— 
O.b, Rodurige kill'd! and Cogia kill'd! 
cE mil. No, Cafs2 is not kill’d. 
» Orb. Not Cafio kill’dt Then murther’s out peor. 
Aud (weet revenge grows harth. . 
Df. Oh falfely, falfely murther’d!—— 
ont Alas! what cry is that? 5 
Orb, Thal what? 
Almil. Out, and alas! that was mydady’s wace. 
Wels! help, hoab help! oh lady, {peak again ; 
) «Sweet Dejdemona! ob tweet muuels, fpeak. 


itt Gh, wh has aoe Lae deed? 


if, wel, 
mee my <n ee Se oh, farewell. [ Dies. 
- how fhould fe, be marther'd 
de Alas! who knows? a 
beard her fay, herf it a sot I. , 
+, mil ape fad res I matt necds repost the truth, 
liar gone to burning Acil; 
{devil. 
os Oh, he mora angel Thavtend.s voa the blackef” 


vy and. s a whore, 
| os wart a devil, 


fal water, 


Ys . to tay ly 
tet heal v'D =i ‘ 
df eee alk iband elle 


Td a 1 a? th all depth inhell 
tid a a *40) hae on jut few — 


agg 


wail. 


=) 
¢ a 



















* 
—— f & = 





Emile T fistehommassfeliiagelies ae tome Fe 
Orb. Ay. with Caffe: had the been true, 
If heav’n would make me fach another world, | 
_Offone entire and perfe& chrylolite, }» 
I'd not have fold her for it.) . 
at mil. My hulband! 
Os. What means this iteration, woman ? 
I fay thy hufband. » a 
Dot underftand the word ? > 
My friend, thy hufband, honett, honef Juge. -« 
Amil, Uf he fays fo, may bis pernicious foul» 






















































Rot pablfia grasa a-day! he lies to th’ heart; : 
She was too fond of hes mot althy bargain. aa 

Orb. Ha! 

“Emil, Do thy wort: | 
This decd of thine is no more worthy heav’a, 7 | 
Than thou wait worthy her. 

Orb, Peace, you were belt. aay | 

mil. Thouwhaft sot half that power to do me harm, 
As | have w be hort: Lr ob dolt! , / 
As ignorant as dirt! ‘A dome a deed———— 


I care not for thy Sword. I'll. make thee known, 4 
Tho’ I lok twenty lives#-Help! help! hoa! help! 
The Moor hath kill'd my mifirefs. Mige ther, murther! 


Enter Montano, Gratiano, Tago, and others. 


Moat. How NOWse peneral?» >a 
ml. Oh! are you come, lage! you have done well 
That men muft laytheir murdess.on your nok ~~ 

Gra. What is the matter ? 

A mil. Difprove the villian, if thou be'ft a A 
He fays, thou told’ft him that his wife wae aie 
I know thou didft n actigot fucks vill 
Speak, 4 fOr Ane heats ia fall. | 
lage. T to him mele I honghen and Ad r 
Than what ke found biméelf was apt and | 
oe But did you ever tell him ie was fale 


o. I did. 
k ib. You told “te, an odious, ‘ae 
Epon my foul, a lie, a wicked lic. 


4 ~~ i. | 
; ‘she o fe wi h a 1 4 ity ve h-C affio? i 
weer | mt Meni tre eeu) feel 
wi re Pyob baat? I charge you get you u home. 
il. Good gentlemen, let me have leave to fpeak 3 
Tis proper | obcy him, bat not new 
chance, Tage, { will ne’er go home. 
_ Orb, Oh! oh! oh! (Othello te on the bed. 
” fd. Nay, lay thee down, andr 
For ies haft kill’d the (weeteft inno t, 
That e'er did lift up eye. 
Orb. Ob, the was foul!) © (Rifiag. 
» VM fearce did know you, uncle: there lies your niece, 
| Whole breath, indeed, thefe bands have newly fcpp’d ; 
Piknow this iG thews horrible and grim, 
" 7 Poor Dijdemena! Pm glad thy father’s dead : 
Did he dive, now, 
I 4 “ ht would make him do a defp’rate turn ; 
fall to pecclfetion 
it >. Tis pitiful; but yet Tags knows, : 
"ik That the with Caffe had the act of thame, ~ 
thoufand times committed. Caffe confeft ts 
nd fhe did gratify his amorous works, 
‘ith thar recognizance and fiedge of love, 
ich I firft pave her; 1 faw it in his hand ; 
is a handkerchief, an antique tokea, 
father gave my mother. 
T Emil. Ob heav’n! oh heavenly powers | ° 
: Ikerchief thou fpeak’ft of, 
fortune, and did give my hvfband ; 
n, aah a folemn earncilnefs, 
[ anced, belong’d to fuch a trifle) 
me to fteal it. 
» thou lteft. : 
Waytheass, Ido not; Ido not, gentlemen ; 
. urd’pous coxcomb! What fhould fuch a fool 
0 guo0d a wife ? 
hi through, aud weands bis wife, them Tees Oui 


> ~F 
ine vs ride she ae } 


a 
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On PM e Re ew * 
Bu or ferve for a ? Precious villain t. 
“The woman falls; fare, be has kill’d his wife. 


~~ 


C > 








































Bfiixt. Take this weapon, ee 
Which I have here recover’d foams, the Moor: : 
Come, guard the door without, let him not pais, 
But kill him rather; 1°)! after that fame villain. . 


( Exeuat Mont. st 
Ors. I am not valiant, neither ; 
ut every whipfter gets iny (word. ™~ 
- why tho uld honour out-lize honelty ? 


Let it go all. 
JE atl. Moor, the was chafte; the lov’d thee, craaia 
So come my foul to blifs, as I fpeak true; [Moor, 


So fpeaking as I think, I die, I die. { Zmiha wie. 


Orb. i have another weapon in this chamber, . 
It was a fword of Spain, the Adro's temper 3 ~~¢ 
Oh, here icis. Uncle, I muft come forth. + 


Gra. within.) If thow attempt it, it will coft thee dears 
Thou haft no weapon, apd perforee muft fuffer, 

Orb. Look apon we tihee and fpeak with me, _ 
Or, naked as I am, I will affault thee. = 
re : 


Re-enter Gratiano. 


Gra. What Us the matter? 

Orb. Lo! I have x we 
A better never did itfelf fatain, 
Upon a foldier’s thigh. [I’ve feen the day, P 
That with this fingle arm, and this good fword, 
I've made my way through mof impidiments, 
Than twenty times your flop. But, oh vain boaft} 
Who can controul his fate? ’Tis not fo, now. — 
Man but a ruth again Orée/lo’s breaft, 
And he retire here thould Ozdelle bille go? * ‘ 

Low—how fe anes thou look, now? Oh ill- farr'’d we 
ale as thy fmock! When we fall meet at con tap 










© Th- Atuition of OrbsMs ip here excceding'y. 
has, im thie Gecch, sim mary hes of iba F 
Pull any for imprihe 6ky 
A 






a, 2 
my Doe ; we wr 
pes sie wil hed uifrehtnest a, 
end ds will natch at it. “Cold, cold, my girl, . 
pe chaftity. ’ | 
oan e, ye devils, 
** From the poffethon of this heav ‘aly fiche: 
* Blow me about in winds, roaft mein fulphar, 
* Wath me in fteep-down pulfs of liquid fre-— + 
Oh Defdemons ! Di fdemona! dead, dead! oh, oh! 





































intir Lodovico, Cafhio led in aveand.d, Montano, 
lago Prifemers, ws.th Officers, 


Lod. Where is this raf and mot unfortunate man 

» Orb. That’s he that was Ord /eo. 

4 hal, Where is that vipcr? Bring the villain forth. 

Vt Orb. 1 look down towa ds his feet; but that’s afable 

If that thou beef a devil, 1 cannot kill thee. » 
(Othello wounds a Tage 

Led. Wrench bis {word from him.° 

in + ya fir, bat am not kill'd. 

nD nat furry, neither: I'd have oh ae lives 

oF on, “ ig enfe, ’tis bap inefs to die. . 

| Oh thou Orébelle, thaw waft once {o good, 

F ali n in the pradtice ofa a curfed Dave,—- 

fhall be {aid of thee? As ie 

Orb. Why, any thing ; ; 

wi An sonore murth’rer, if you will: 

r nought I did in hatc, but al} in honour. 

Le This wretch hath part confe ft his villainy: 

1 “a and he confege in Cafe! sdeath ? 





fo Des general, I never give “you caufe. 
© Delieve it, and I aik your pardon. 
I pray, demand that demi-devil, 

hath thus enfnar’d my foul and body? ? 








ugh ihe matked lines afford a fine trenGten of expeefSr 
onvet ver, ~— ideas, we could woh them emitted. 


cay p for be we mech and fs 
Bes , he th ave esa hile, whee be hi 


Ae. Sere 2 


end 0: hing 
_ lage Bes time ie "er wi | fpea 
Orb. Weil, fe 
Led. Sir, you thal ee what tomes 
"hich, as I think, you know not, here's a ws 
Found in the pocket of the flain Redorige, 
And, here, anoth=r; one of them importa 
The death of Caffe to be undertook 2 hw Ss 
By Redorige. - 
Orb. Oh, villain! J 
Led. Now, here’s another difcontented paper, 
Found in his pocket too; and this, it fems, 
Rederige meant t’have fent this damned villain g 
But that, belike, Juge in the interim 
Came in, and fatished him. 
Orb. Oh, thou perniciou: caitiff ! 
How came you, Caffe, by that handkerchief, 
That was my wife's? 7 
Caf. | found it in my chamber: : 
And he himfelf coniehR but even now, a. 
That there he dropt it for @ Special purpofe; 
Which wrought to his defire. oar 
Orb. Oh, tool, fool, feol! . F 
Caf There is, beGdes, in Roterige’s letter, €; 
How he upbraids Jage, that he made him 4 Py 
Brave me upon the watch; whereon it cam =) 
That ] was caft; and even now he {pake, 
After long feeming dead, Jage hurt h mM, a 


daze fet him on. 
Cae You muft forfake this rgom, and go wih we 
Your pow’r and your command is taken > 
And Caffe rules in Cyprus. ’ For this ate b 7 
If there a any cunning cruelty, 4 
A , and hold him. 


v ’ 


It thall hives Away with him. (Ex Te i 58 
ow fhail clofe prifoner reft, | 
Till chat the nature of your fault be known, . 
To the Vesctian Rate. Come, bring him ve 
Orb. Soft you; a word or two bef 
done the ftate fome ferview, and they kne 
more of that. I pray you, in your le ens 





aft you fre: 


ne, not eaftl / ru | SCN | ; nught, 
D ex’d din the ‘extreme 5 » \ r1¢€ hand, 
> th e baf | hr owt pear a hay” 
an all his tribe; of one whofe cyes 
Toufee" to the melting soot 
> tears as faft an the 4rabzan trees 
heir er gum. Set you down this 
nd fay, befides, pat i | Aleppe eee: 
rea mili jant and t T ais 


nd traduc’d the 


b fe e throat ; circumcifed d 
ote him thus. rs Land dian 


é h Spartan dog j ‘ [Teo lago. 
ref rte anguifh, hunger, or the fea! 
o keep ic houfe, | 
Ror es of rs 001 | 
: yoo. io you ~ lore 
Se the to tore ht ‘nforce it. 
t abroad ; to the flate : 
h heavy eattorclate’ te, [exam 


. ’ 
> & 


eophe of ( Othe, nobly oot: wd ha ity 

be of minc d. tote wit “am umg tact fad 
So to ale at ment. 

oe Thind AG a reader oF fpeSlator i radoend 
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rndams, que sere acrage 7 
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I ord Chamberlain of bis Majefty’s 
a + * -. 
< My! Lonp, 
F a dedication carries in its nature a mark of our ace 
BZ knowledgment and efteem, anc is there moft due, 
_ where we are moft obliged, the lare inftances I receive 
‘of your Grace’s undeferved and uncommon favour in an 
, affair of fome confequence (foreiga to the theatre) 
_ taken from me the privilege of choofing s pa 













cially for a performance which, not only b in 
immediately under your Grace's authority, but whi 
likewife by its good ¢ortune in a featon of fome dange 
to it, received trom yous Grace’s free induls 
\ dife and fuccefs on the ftage. Thus my ambition 
curs with my duty, and it is my happicels n : 
to gratify the impulfe of the onc, witho 
ty” the fame time the didtates of the other. 
Addrefles of this neture, through a& g 
praifag have juftly fallen under ridicule. 
1s it, to hear one of yeflefflay complimented 
fuftrious anggeftorg? A fordid serie” on hi 
ence? An illitestae pretender, on his skill in 
riences? Or a wretch 
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great P Ae ’ 

an affurance | being ex 

J, common age Re ; nH ve fee he op : , 0 
bathed re and encouragement of one who has 1 
early and re acquaintanee with them at the 
home, joining to the ampleft fortune the qualificatior 
requifite (had it been wanting) to acquire and defer 

One, whoi f tht | the imaginatic 
Batimct and fi rovince, prelides over t 
labours of ¢ and fine tafte, and hasat in his power t 
rival thofe he is pleafed to patronife. One, in a word 

, Cavctous of learning, reaches beyond bis own nation 

new fupplies of it; who, zealous for mit, pays 


faw 


honours to its very athes; and whofe being an excellent _ 
imalter in polite letters himfelf, is one of the {mallet _ 


he has piven of his ardent love towards them. | 
ut cannot turn my thou¥ht that way, without being 
of the imperfection af the tollowing fcenes, © 
ave many fauls, as he 5 1 can allow, 
eting on the town, for the 





| om tt - oe ee . 


jg Ye hero fe bs J 
md ber Pia 55 














Epypt, were 
ar by nd arms, i8 Wy | 
\ 
al » monarchs gave fay 


Y beir ruins ave the wonders ! 
Swrudures fe vafi 6 bs i great dings lofe x’ d, 
Are bus faint fictebes of their fem 9 ft mind : 
(Det ne'er bas Alb: 0n's fcone, monn ds 
With the fiern tyrants of the: it bor bees crewn "d. 
The tragic mufe in grandeur fbeuld excel, 
Her4yare blaxes, and ber numbers frcell. 
The prouceff monarch of the proudcf age, 
From Aigypt comes to tread the British fa, 
Old Homer's heroes mederns are te thefe 
Whom this night's veneralc fcenes difilofes 
Here pomp ana [plengyr ferve bus to prepares 
To touch they. opi durvpecyliar cares 
By suf diftrefi set pity to impart, 
find mend your nature, while we meveyour k 
Nor would theje jeenes in up ae ahem ; 
Or overlay. she jomtinent wit -* 
& Words (cobew Pi lm a omg 
= Are thamere gars s) an idle fiage. 
Win paffon rages, cloqughyr is mean: 


Gfures and Jooks bef fogak the moving Sagat , 
ef ipa ase temcer Woes invite. 
d ° ad fervere delight, : < 
y your afliction you compute your gainy r 
r? iT ‘igen rife pci , 
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. aly | a om a soble temper rift, ” 
i us yeur virtue fells sce Othe 
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SCENE, a Temple he Mcmphi 
' Enter Pheron and Sy phoces, 


~~ Syruoc 


| glorious flruétures and immortal deed: 
Enlarge the thought, and fet our fou! 
My tongue has been too cok! in D.gypt’s praife, — 
The queen of nations, a&d the boaftof times, 
Mother of fcience, and the houfe of godst 
Scarce can I open wi ‘Jab'ring mind 
To comprehend the vaft idea, bi on 
With arts and grms, fo boundiels in their f 
vy land! did not her 


ae 


ae > 
Moud, and glories in it, 
Jupiter's Almighry. 

thake his filver reins 
monarchs, to his chariot yok'd 


rte Ae 





é rngtl icarce fooller-to decay, 
a amidenature’s fmiles, _ 


her iItret has to view, 


} yee sandal xdrianiere f 
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vat from the Periian ? 
e bends before you hr 
eft in tribute, and out-thines | 
way! Hefces me not; I 
| py upon my greatnefs, and 
his ambatlador, and thew him | 
1% As in a fea, yet not¢ ce 
But ftreaming freely g : (pacious 
Which fend torth millions at each brazen gare, 
When e’er the trumpet calls; high over head 
On the broad walls the chariots bound alo ng, 
And leave in air athunder of my own: 
Jove too has pour’d the Nile into my hand, 
"The prince of rivers, ocean’s cldeft fon: 
Rich of myfelf, 1 mak@ the fruictul year, 
Nor afk precariougglenty from the {ky ——« 
Throw all my glones open to his vicw, — 
Then tell him, in retur for trifles offer’d, 
I give bim thy; a ae a Perfian arm 
| ge a ere en “te 
Can thus with vigour its reluctance benc 
And to the nerve its,ftubborn force fubdu 
The is mafter think of arms—butb 


re ~ ~T 
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nful ie, my Lord, the dead mn 
Ir care site is no more ; “* 
' fort 





seu = 


Lo 


ri the prefent 
reat Artaxca, 


was | icf of ated 
to ich this crown defc ne 
Sina Dat ny ftor 
tious ys _~ , 





d force, eee fos 


= urgent with “se 
ind will o ob id. 
































a ‘ my, , ; 
aneans Te jan othe at comes a: 

haftifing thus the fightnefs oP ny } 
I havea father, and a farher too, 
er as nature ever fram’d.—His will 5 
Should nfulted:—-Should I touch his pes 
1 fhould He weetched in my Memnon's arr 
Mem J Talk not of wretchednefs. 


= 


é& . Alas! thisday — 
eat gave me birth, and (which is ttrange 
The tares e‘er fince, as warching ite returo, — 
_ Have caught it agit flew, and mark’d it deep 
With fomething great, extremes of godorte 
+m Why “frootdh we bode mistortyoe to ¢ 
No, I receive thee trom the gods, in lieu 
Of all that happinefs they ravifh'd from me ;_ 
Fame, freedom, tather, all return in thee. 
*% Had not rhe gods May@ane to beftow, 
They never would/hare powr'd fuch vengeance oF 
They meant Mefnee, and could not be fevere. 
Soon as night's erourable thades defcend, - 
The holy prieft fhatl join our hands for ever 
* And life fhall prove but one long bridal-day. 
’ =F aE of tat grief 
lute, or {mi the flowe 
nell, a Bires m for thee 
xom this dear tender fide, ~ 
dns, and important calls, | 
Po Ngee ay tek ; 


eins —" ‘ 





















Str: Ch ominathe ets Fe, 

| 5 al ~~ ali my breait ; © 

e the foftne -3 

Eater 8yp SE 

worthy Memnon, raw 
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pu hk op” t a bles ing he ; 
for others miferies, 
_of its own, though gre- 
hers. eee 

¥ igtng . =e 

to refcue the diflrefs’d 
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Bravely regardl 
That ace of chai 
 Syph. And 
Nov far behi: 
Or die. _- 
Mem. Yes, die; and vifit thofe brave men, 

Who, from the firft of time, have bath'd their hands 
In tyrants’ blood, a::d yrafp'd their honeft frat 


As part of theirown being, when the caufe, } 
The public eaufeydemanded, Oh, my friend! “Sp * 
How long tha ypt groan in chains? How long 
Shall her | | in heaps without a foe ? i 
No war, plague, famine, nothing but Bufiris, 
His people's father ! and the ftate’s defence ! 
Yer but a remnant of the land furvives. . 
» What havock have I feen ? Have w° rot known 
A multitude become a morning's prey, 
When troubled reft, or a debauch has four'’d 
‘The montter’s temper? then ‘tis isnt dea 4 
"Ther brave and goody like riper.'d c ! 
Before the f ecping fcythe, not the pod& m 
~—/ am 4 7 * . ‘ . 
o ftarve and pine at leifure in their chasas. 
or whar st fiyhope, that we receive your ft 
i bu here this morning? ° 


la’ 






















































» Syphoces, e ; 
is day my warlike weer bload, 
vifl’d in hiacountryS caufe, - 


tly feld tor conqueit and renown 
oD hie helt it flow’d 
own pavement, in a peaceful hour, 
in the duit, and wafh’d a ruffian’s 
guilty day returning, couzes all 
other'd rage, and blows irto a flam 
@ are our triends? ~ 
oo, Athand. Rameles, : 
ight, whcn gentle refi o'er nfture fpre 
ill command, care alone was wak 
a dumb, onc! iicontented ghoft, 
'd my chamber, and approach'd my 
2 









*/ Wich burfts of paffion, and a f gr 
x | He recolleéts his godlike brother's fate, 
_.. the drunken banquet, and the midnight murder, 
“alc ges vengeance on the guilty prince. 
Such was the fellnefs of his boiling rage, | 
Methought the night grew darker as he frown'd. 
Mem. | know he bears the prince moft deadly hate ; 
* But this will gnter deeper in his foul, [Séraus a ictrer. 
And rouze up pafions, which nll now have flept : 
Murdemwal) look like innocence to this. 
Sse How, Memnon! : 





Men. This reminds me of thy fate; 
She queen hagcourted thee with proffer’d realme, 
And fought by threats to bend thee to her will; 
She languifhes, fhe burns, the waftes away 
In fruitlefs hopes, and dies upon thy name.” 
$24. Oh, fatal love! which flung by jealoufy, = 
‘ Expell'd a life far dearer than my own, aa, | 
By curled poiton Ah, divine Apame ! 
And could the murtd’refighope fle fhould inherit 
. > This heart, and fill thy place within thefe arms ?—= 
But grief firall yi Revenge, 1’m wholly thine. 
Mem. The tyrant too fs wanton in hisage, 
He Mhews thav&ll his thoughts are notin blood; 
_ Love claims ir@ thare ; he envies poor Ramefes — 

The foftnefs of his bed; andthinks Amelia = 
A miftrefs worthy of a monarch’s arms. 
: twe, Rafhefes comes, a fullen gloom 
~ brow, and marks hin through the du. 


_ oe amefes, Phéron, and other Confpiraters, 
. «what, my friends, fliall Memnon bid 3 


come ? 

d melan ‘holy fcenesof death? — 
yt 3, fuch as {pread 

| gilded roof, no gay apartment, 
acc prepar’d tor thee, Syphoces. 

tcontent, my valiant friends, » 

gps, and ‘tis not out of feafon - 

: ought may miod us of our fate: — 
¢ » and furions Myris 

e day lof chat is not mark’d with blood. 

ets B 2 
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Ram. And have we felt a tyrant twenty p 
(Felt him, asthe raw wound the burning fle ya 
And are we murmuring out our midnight c 


Drying our tearsin corners, and complain a 
~ Our hands are forfeited. Gods! ftrike the 

No hands we need fo fiften our own chain: 

Our matters willdo chat; and we want fou 

To raife them toan ufe more worthy men 

Mem. Rufiles your temper at offences pat ? 

Here then, to fting thee into madnefs. 
[Gives the Letter. 
' Ram, Oh! 


Spl. See at he ftruggling paffions fake his 


read. 










Ram, My bofom joy, that crowns my happy bed 
With tender p Bac our mutual ee, ae 
Far dearer than my foul! and hall ny wife, 

The mother of my little innocents, 

Be taken from us! Torn from me! fram mine! 
Who live but on her fight! and thall I hear 
Her cries for fuccour, and not ruth upon him ? 
My infant hanging at the neck Upbraids me, 

And firuggles with his little arms tofge her. ‘ 
Thefe veins have ftill fome gewrous at ¥ , 
F thofe rich flreams his ware B_ 

n dowry with her. e 
r, Well rclolv'd: 

engeance fhares the tyrant’s gui! 

me embrace thee, Phoron, th © 9) ¢" 










nietemper ata ta’e like this; 
© and rancour are the proper vir 
teafen is the mark of meo. 
hus I’ve determin'd; when the 
s proud city, and hee monarch dn 
bled toes, or his pew miftrefa’ low. 
> will ruth at once, let loofe the ten 
€ penc in, and ftruggling twenty ye 
avent, and atone dreadiul blow 
and end the war. 
- aufpicious juncture could not ha; 
shun, who for vears has join'd ou 









« i h , anf > rt atc i oc ahbon \ 
“f \hrowing his refentment wide, and now — " 
lie is gns in arms, and givesth’ event t far P. * 
Ran. Thishand fhall drag the tyrant from the throne, 
And ilab the royal victim on this altar, 
. [ Pointing to the romd. 
Afrr- OD; juftly thought! Friends cafi your eyesaround, — 


All that moft awtul is, or great in nature, 


This Pe cre refents; the gods are here, 

And Mere otfetam'd foretathers’ facred rombe ; 

Ulhef never brgok’d a tyrant in this land, 
wd Lit us not adtbeneath the grand affembly ! 

The flighted alcars tremble, and thefe tombe 

Send forth a peal of groans ta urge us un. 

Come then, furround my father’s monument, — 

And call his thade to witnefs to your vows, 7 
. Ram. Nor his alone. Oh, all ve mighty dead f if : 
Illuftrious hades! who nightly ftalk around 7 

ling 7 






















The tyrant’s couch, anda his guilty jou 
Whether alread converfe with gods d 
Or ftray below Y Mancholy glooms, -? 
From earth, fre.n air, from heaven, and from hell, 
Come, I con ye you, by the prs'ner’s chain, — ri 
The. widow ‘5 Risng and the orphan’s tear, 
pin’s fhricks, the hero’s {pouting veins, 
lufphem'd, and frec-born mea enilayd, 
dear, Jove, and you moft injur’d heroes, he 
Pao'crthisthrce fallow’d monument. = 
Lour hands, and kneeling to the guds, ~ 
, bur fouls to great revenge ! = 
» efwear 
Satis nighe the tyrant and his miniona b ~~ 
fhall lay thofe palaces in duft, > J 
Jed domes now glitter in the fun, 
© now my tog ia taken in the tail; 
fecand cail for this proud maid 
h weil {peat, # perjury 
count in vengeafice, and in love. f 
We wrong the mighty dead, if we permit 
$. alone to count bys grand aflembly ; 
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ralk | Tye) ng us 
his tomb, his wounc 
reljs, and confecrate the day ; 
e waves his arm, and chidcs our tardy * 
More than this world fhall thank us. Ol 
Such our condition, we have nought to k 

y be our gain, if this be gre 
tyrant, and preferve a flare; 
To ftill the clamours of our tazher’s blooc 4_p..+- 
To fix the balis of the public good, . 

To leave a fame eternal, then to foar, 
Mix with the gods, and bid the world ador 


_Enp of the First Ac 



























- e 
| ACT Il. 
’ SCENE, the Palace. 
A magnificeat Throne difcowered, and feveral courtiers walke 
-~\ ing to and fro. 


Ent Beaprioces asd Ramefes. a at adifiance. 
yi 


RAMESES, 

T means this duft and cumu: 
Y Thele ftreamers fooling inthey « 

‘The tyrant blazing in full infolence, 

J all his gaudy courtiers batking rou , 

us vermin itn a dog-day fur 

aur father and prince Myron 
ith one peal of joy the nation rir 

» Long has my father ferw’d thi: 

eal well worthy of a better cauf 

bh with his helm he hides a hoar: 

ere’d in death, the father of the 

At the fhrill crrumpet he throws off the 
Of fourfcore years, and tpnngs upon t » 
Phe tran{pore danger gives him, conque » 

s hore youth boils up within his v . 
rb, Behold, this way they pafsto jo 
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iy si 
rave the ight 


barely. >. - - j 












4 ant avn Fovis-veaten bark i 1b not fo tofs *d | . 


As is his reafun, when thofe winds arife : 
And draws a fatal fword in battle, 
And. kéndles ashe warm purluit of fame, 





ime. Ramefes: 7. 
foc, I muft be ever juft 7 + 
t grateful, affable, and brave; 2 
‘ ows NO tmit to his paffion 5 “he A 2 
|= 
% 


, 
’ 
> Bee o> nd a him quite, the fparkling eye, 
And gen'rous Bowl bear down his graver mind, | 
While fiery fpirits dance along his veins, 
And keep aconftant revel in his heart. . 
Ram. But here the tyrant comes !——With what exces 7 
Of idle pride will he receive his foa? 


. How with big words will he fwell out this con 
Aud into grandeur puff his little tales. -¢ 





















Enter B°’ 3, and afcends the Throne: om thea 
ext yron aad Nicanor. 


oft: my fon, greater partner of m 
th" increafe 


h’ increafe of my dominions 
‘re mountains rife, more rivers! a) 
: rs thine in my ftill growing empires” pe 
(elf furvays it not at once, te tr. 
rthe view, whilft far disjoin’d, © 4 
ive unbeard ef by cach other 5 
d in thades, while thofe enjoy the ligt 
rarsous, but theirkingthefame. = 
, Sir, yourthanks are due ; to thiso Ne 
1 not threefcore winter camps unb 7 
_¢ vitory, and I my life. _ 
‘cecourter, with a javelin flun 
air, thencearing with a bou 
gearth, plung’d deep rh fee? 
oufand ‘deaths from ev’ 


nark, and on my buckler ~~ 
broog'd legions like a cr rung ruh’d 
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at 
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aa 
| in ee 
1 roes, rolling itceds, . 


*, at (wells ihittc hoya, Le 


Band thr ows off th the infeétion of thele times; 
«But tid pat Ei 


§ Nic ey 2 
= t cut bins my guilt, my punifhment. 
‘Look not, Mead Sir, on me through his offence} 
Oh, let not thar difcolour ali my fervice, 
"And ruin thofe who blame him for his cringe 
Buf. Oid man, I will not wear the croyin v 
Subjects fhall work my will, or feel my pe 
“heir difube dience Mull not be my guile ; 
Who is their welfare, glory, and defence? 
Phe land that yields them tuod, and ev'ry ftream 
‘hat flakes theic thirft, the air they breathe is mine. 
Avd is concurrence to their own en joymenr, 
DQ due saat a too great return? 
“ and deftruction are within my call-—= 
But thou fhalt flourith in thy mafter’s (mile. 
. mitter adoms my ct 
a brighter glory gund tM brow. 
¢ but one more, one {inall ok to your favour, 
y foul’s at peace=-1 have ese yor 
« duit ‘aow an only child, 
bios é ally ; the deferves ‘ 


father c fo muc nels: 


~ \, we ery - 


rare the wt 4 suf Baur are-we two, 


ne Kin oxtail grace te far, 
e that teader bloffom into fhelter, 
e all my monarch can beflow, 

*n mA bur this, chat] may wear 
's poor remnant out in your command ; 
rth my dy o the laft in duty, 

> Far It furnmoa, die for y 
J. Nican ow, thy dauyhter is our 
yr. Oh, Sir, be greatly kind, exert your 
ich the monarch furnifh out the friend 
you not he, that gallunt-minded chief 
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BU rRIS 
“) floop to give me lefs than life ? 
~ . ve ungrateful ? Shocking thought ! 





s may pafs for virtues in him. 
>my daughter's promis'd welfaregires me, 
not open to di{cover——= 
*t me thank you. ‘ 
araye AMY LDY (Cars, 
And tollow os; thy daughter’s near our Queen, 
end doubt, to fee thee; blefs the maid, 
uson attairs of fate, 
afon near us; though the flaves 
\. jail off trom th@ir obedience, and deny 
"That I’m their monarch, l’m Bufiris full. 
Collected in myfelt, I'll ftand alone, 
And hurl my thunder, though I fhuke my throne : 
Like death, a folitary king I'l eine 
O'er filent fubjeéts, aud a defert plains; 
Fre brook their pride, I’!l{pread a gen’ral doom, 
And ev'ry flep fhall be frop tomb to tumb. (Exit. 
[Myr gad Aul. whe talked afley advancte 
y : ienyeauties glow'd upon my mind, 
ch thought. She never left me 
Reve ? In the field of batth 
ft, and the flame of fight, 
haft Aol'n away my foul, 


x \ iteful has no guilt but one, 
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. ; nea dunger—My raisd arm 
: aru to deicend, 
, nt par'd the proftrate foo— 
< rth ae eqifal to my own ! 






ved with honour, and enjoy 
—and w at not now? Methinks — 
d her in a fair len 









fe. o'er a D ie teen 5, 
_ ng mofl inflames defies 


ane. 
\ gt Wha dig di pL 


wecrating ev'ry feature 
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59 BU S|: I S. 
* Around that neck, whut drof are gold and pearl 
Mandance ! Powerful being, whofe firit fighe 






Gives me a tranfport not to be exprefs'd ; F a 
And with one moment over-pays a year o = 
Of danger, toil, and death, and abfence from Hee, 


Mand. My Lord, I fought my father. 

Myr, Leave me not, 
I’ve much to fay, much more than vou conceive 3 
Yes, by the gods, much more than I can utter. 
My breath is fnatch’d, I tremble, I expire; 
Nay, here Lil ofier tender violence—— 

[Fakes ber hand. 

May I not breathe my foul upon this haba, 
When your eyes triumph, und infule my pain ? 
Peimit me here to take a {mall revenge. 

Mand. My !.ord, J am not conicious of my fault. 

Myr. Tis talle I know the language of thofe eyes, 
They ufe me ili fee my heart beat, Mundane; ' 
Belicve nut me, but tell yourself my pafhun——= 
Is it in are to counterfeit witha ? 

To bale ipiris, and vig e blood ? 
Each nerve iv pierce’ ‘d with igo ninesrom your eye, 
pulie is in the throbs lay 1 
ty Lord, my duty cali 64 not ftay. 
w. Give mea moment Tha ave ie to fpeak 
rT me % fu Oh} ad "nly maid ! : 
e doubled, fu is thy difdain—— 
- 0 € njoys ny ier, ; 
: a far:en¢ 
Ze vas fix He: corpion oa my hear 
¢ aid aT YY D4 
* of My his ab fence, 
ke he eifure a hiy oa ral 


[ Side. 








































Ris, | 
ve hi ‘dmy brain. You may forgive me 
~Ynever fall folpive myfelf ; = -% 

live, I’d rufl upon my fwords 
ve me, I thall now approach, 
er only, but a wretch . 
om balenefa to the ways of honour, 
So) ©, patfion join my gratitude. 
Pa be) Se kneel before you, I thall rife 
h AB welt w ustter as a happier man, 
| Indebted to your virtue and your love. 
Man?) 1 mutt not hear you, 
Myr, Oh, Aument me not ! 
| ~, Hear me you mit, and more—Your father’s valour, 
r 
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In the late batrlé, refcu’d me from death: 

And how hall I be grateful ? Thou’rt a princefs—— 

Think not, Mandane, this afudden ftart, 

A flafli of love, that kindles and expires: 

Long have I weigh'd it;~fiace I parted hente, ~~ 

°* Noni ‘tas pafs’d bur this has broke my re! 
Ae withev'ry dream. My tair, ] wedt 
ft counfel o® my fout. - 

> gods, Jeremble atthe rifing ftorm ! 
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then defpife me ? 
= want che courage to accept 
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ry merit, and forever © 
Pe / my little worth. - 
 . aly | myfelf, foregone m 
| FP, ts . vdeliphts of youth, 
L A » © virtye mog fevere ? -~ 
a ipod ' makethee my friend? ~ 







ed thro’ the pow'rtul reafons — 
> ~ odmy fond refolves ? 
~ & = “and glory of no weighs, 
Ys. eT Sy and my own congue i 
lew to footh yuur pride, 
re? ’ 
‘ec bear me; 
‘ron prove my'ruin. 
wt thou marry'd ? 
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: Myr. My heart foretold it—Ab, my 


Auli, Madam, ‘tit prudest in you to with 
B.. 
Bfyr. Ido not live—I cannot bear the a 
Where is Mata? But 1 wouid not know. 
She is not mine, Yer tho’ not mine in love,, 
Revenye, my juft revenge, may overtake he 
Mh, how Thate her! Let me know her fault 
ed the proud maid infult me in diftrefs, — 
And finile to fee ine gatpyng ? Speak, Aul 
Did fhe not figh? Sure the might pity mee 
‘Though all her love is now another's rigfit. 
Auli. She figh’d and wept; but I remov'd her from yous I 
Mfyr. It waewelldone. Yer I could gaze for ever, 
And did the figh, and did the drop a tear? 
~The tears fhe thicd tor me are tureiy mine ; 
And fhall another diy them on thote cheeks, 
And make them an excufe_for greater fondoefs ? 4 
Shall I sffitt the villain in his joys? 
o, I willtear her fromhun. © 
T’d grudge her a to the gods i them. ‘ 
Muh ) Lord, have temper. 
s i Mietisaticn’ 
atlip ! another's burning arms 
y tthe lovely waiit for which I die,* 
nfenting, wooing, growing to him! . 
n fcenes, when abfent, did I teign! 
y pitures did I draw in air ! 
wury of thought! and fee my fate ! 
n ny flave enjoy her, and I languifh ~~. 
umphal car, my toat on purpie, 
ny head a canupy o gold 3 
;my nod, and monarchs tn my train? 
{flab him? No; fhe will notwed , 
urderer. I never form'd a with, 
1 fruition taughe'me to forget it. ‘ 
vam I leflen’d by my late fucccis ? ‘ 
rave 1 loft my conqucit? Fly, Aucetes, | 
tell her . : 
. What, my Lord? 
‘ » bdher— 
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her edealtho? Mocmy fires! » <_ 5% 


is in a they | 
Imencs. . : 2 
»— = £ ater etn. 4, % te, 


es int > ing? ” . 
becil, Madam. © ae (Va 
Quera. Let hin know I want him. «(Exit Ad. 
Bale! to forget sowhom he owes a crown! — 



































Fool! to provoke her rage whofe hand is red Sa” 
~ In ber own brother's blood! ~~ " 
FE-ater King aad Pheron. >» 
King. Horrid confpiracy! . — > 


Pher, Toi night wasdeftin'd for the bloody 
Avzg. Miftaken villains? if they with my deat a -4 
They thould, in prudeoce Play their weapons by, ?. 
So jealous are the pogwof Egvpi’ 'egiory, 
, I cannot dic whilggfives are arm’d againft me. ys 
Hafte, Pheron, t#the dump opgipttilibe them down 
Far from the br Qea of onal Sees 
Banifh'd this world, while yet alive, and gro 
In darknefs andin horrors. let doub hai 
* Confuse the Acthof a 
Till debth thal knock ¢ 
Nay, more, Ee 
ucer. My Lord, you 
~ Ko » Affairs of fate 












Bit. momen SS a. 
Will you comply?) ° © 
My Queen, my pow'ris yours. 
our Queen? = o) = 
. a ae 


My ~~" _" 
[ndecd, it thould befo. «ff WO een 


hefe orders for Amel in's death ) ) > 
Cc » 
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i . 


se 





























wok, 


ae 
1. 
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is, 







gh s begon fli 
‘Doar on m y tha C, End foe ap the the 
Go, p hee all the folly ofthy f inhoud 
But bear in mind, thou giv ft not of thy ow 
I ou u giv "ft that Wivid nets agiviae bought: 
Nor thall I lofe unmov'd. 
Twifh, my Queen, » ° 
his ful hid flept a feeret ior thy Mike; ; 
! Pe thy reltlefs jealoufy of foul 
as been fo ftudious of its own difquiet, 
/ Support i it as you may. I own l’vetele 
A igi aarc hers, andthink them worth my) 
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wer . And dar’ thou bravcly own it tov | ‘ | - 
ful man! "tis Lthen owe # crown ! 
ou hadft fill grovell’d in the lower worl a 


ud view'd a throne at diflance, had not I 
Told thee thou wert aman, and (dreadful tt 
Thro’ my own brother cut thy way to em; - 
Bs ut thou inight’tt well forget a crown be ‘to 
hat gift was fmall ; I liften’ddto thy figh 
And rais'd thee to my bed. nr ‘ 


King. Ithank you for it. , 
‘The gitts you made me were not cafl awd; 
underftand their worth. Hufband and “ 


‘names of no mean import ; they rifek 
to dom pion, and are big with pow’r.—— ° 
I was, i now am King of Egyp: > ( 


-., 
“idem! pt . 


not how Jove with clotted br 
1B fate, rm dae down on My 
rive thy fpirit tram thy crinves 

. Ate haft wrong’d me, theretore dof 
ol] thine eye in anger? Rather bend, 
pier tang OH, deteitable! 





nger’s bed ! ' 
what was mine, 
n Myris firft sie pel to 
a. Ditlr, rn! death ! 
nal, b 






en 7 
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- - a + Eg ° - aod 
bu the cro yn, that m’d me, “ay 





kling glorics to my he ut 

thy disdem wi id {Tavis ; f ~ 

es is aking then. 

r Amelia know the King attends her. 

, Esit. 

rant, go, and wiltis, bythy fhame, =~ 

epare way to ruin: ['llo’errake th ° . 

Liging “pee if dead, my ghoit flali rife, 4, Mg 

>i y ears, and ftatk belore thy eves: 
. . ‘umph o'er my rival's charms, | 

ae blood, when clafp'd within her arms. 

Alone as is. beneath the great; 

Tyrant, thy tormentaftiall fupport nny ftate. | 


Exp woe at Acr. 


c T UN 
fie aa re 


fo ae the King. mls a 
or li Kino. ok . 
ERE izelte my: Aubborn. fair; Tl f 
And iay an huthbled nroaarch at her fee 1.3 ae 
But lec her well confider, if the’ low 
»To welcome bitfs, and dead to glory’s charg 
en my re(entment rifes in proportion 
his ven rdcdtsteod ed tomy 


la, by | 
| oa £5 


“ita fom 
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s es 8 ? tho 


‘o hun able me t bete et ec, anc ncreafe 
‘The number of thy 5 oie in hope to. Die 
Thy refolution, and avert thy.cnme; __ 
But to denounce, if thou fhalt dare “yey 
‘Thevengeance due toinjur'd Hi 
And by this warning a ni pe. 
* k, think of vengeance, "tls the only 
Wt ich thou haft lef me; I’m no more t 
Nor Queen ; but know, J ain a woman fl 
Enter Auletes._ 
: May all the gods watch o’er your li 
nd render ayes vain! So fierce the florm, 


M Tich ont Reenes deep foundations fhak og ot e. 


igies hang r rer us, 


N ah staat Gehs id 
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mak Mc eS or _ See, the moo — 
na her light, difcolour’d, without fora? 

Appears a bloody fign, hung out by Jove, 

oipeak peace broken with the fons of men , 
¢ Nile, as frighted, farinks within its bani 


2 nd as: tI pafs tenple 
udde died of ghtaisy hats. bee it, 
ae aid the fhrine in pallets 


Jn. @ ig ghey 
efefigns in eer > Why ah. 


me I am ahiltye If my crown 
. tes ye yey se em take it back 

nh. ind a ge ab ‘but, Oh! t ) t 
dexa 






fe Sp tres 2 nig he to 
ape ’< ae” © my ing 
2 ‘ith an cpt 










aE ree sap ified’ 


a King, when niet 
". WW Man yicliwben tag en ire, 
| inat apr pk ‘rior (cant 


oa iv at { veo 
re bs fel j is of t out Bt, 
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ju thor ; then your treach'rous praife ; 
nough to be cundemn'd. p - ; 
lene t to diffemble with herfury, 
*feafon for my love. © [ise 
attend their King’s Cre : 
dfice the angry po : P 
ons ; bid ther dark faint wombs — 
Nerous captives of my wars ; all 
lives to Heav’n devoutly pour, _— 
Pacha knife grow enol from blood, ~~ 
Pie. Fai Nile, inféled with the ftain, + 
tyfitred na flows purple to the main. [ Exir. 


My. 5 artifice’! 1 know the facrifice 
You <a d. But Iwill dath your joys: 
Thou, victim, and thy © ped borh fhall feel me. 

° Axl, Madam, the I’ 
2ucen, And ivhe fill affiicted ? ' . 
Ault grieves your ligthful ferrant to relate it: 

He ftrugazies manfuljypbut allin vain ; 

Someta she cyan mupe to his aid, 

He ftrives with Tattial ttrains to fire bis blaod, 

And rouze hy’ ul ro battle = 7 

Then he refaptes into love »gain, 

Feeds the difeafe, and doaty upon his ryin. 
Qaen. Why feeks he here the caufeof all his forrav 
ul. He feeks not here Mandane, but her father ¢ 

For :endfhip isthe balm a all oyr cares, 

in the wound, and foftens ps fate. 
— [Marsial Muff 


on at a s diflacne. 
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. ye agent a foe! 

Th at this ardor wctld for ever > ” 
or will I curfe my being more: 
ings, and conquer'd kingdoms are before me 

bow, and launch the whittliog f ear, 
‘the mountains, plunge int ~ ele 


chelt faulchone gleam, and helmets blaz ae 





; 3d 5 conquer ate or die. 
_ Queen. The thoughts ofwar | - 
V A} toon difl.dge the fair-one from his 
But this has broken in on my intent 
; uid remind thee of my latecomma: 
ts Madam, "tis needlefs to remind : 
dead ot night J fet the pris "ners fre 
ween. Yes, let the pris’ners free; ” 
Such as my foul pants atter It bees : 
, ae it wil! gull the tyrant! ftabvhim b 
ind if one fpark of gratitude fe : 
often n Syphoces to my fond dcfire, 
The tyrant’s turment is my only joy ; 
“Ye pots! or let me perith or deftrovs 
T° dr rather both ; for what bas lite to boat, 
“When vice istattelefs giown, and virtue loft ? 
a B\ry and wealth I call upomin vain; — 
Nor wealth nor glory can appeafe my pain; : 
J ae every joy uporads me withymy guile, : ,; 
And triumphs tell me facred blood as ‘ {Exit € ‘ 














































» Eater Myron. 
ining images of war a ‘ 
nung trumpets po ea in Mine egy 
> hawners furl'd, and all the fprightly blaze 
urnith’d armor, like the eiimpios, , ’ 
| m my thought : a" 
inmy foul 


ae 










+ pees and tatal to behold. 
2 her here, I clap her ia my arms, 
id n the /madnets ot exccihve love, | 
ou. ae h Send leed with tenderne! 
My ord, wo much y Costin 
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r ease roy eae, ~< 


he ftrings that es me to herr 1 <« wee 
ere, 1 am undone. Pm _ 
oii going, cater Nicanor. 
(and fuce fuch honours you vouchfife) 
prejum'd upon yuur favour: “fs 
hter’s birth-day, and this night 
/ : swhich ever languih, | 
It ee Nee ¢ to crown them with your prefence, 
‘ *ycanor, 1 was warm on other thouyhts——s 
y i ¢ i Mall near you inthe day of dinger, : 
= pais yarches, and the bloody field, “<5 
__,againit nacions clafh in arms, : 
a people in one groan expire : ~~] 
~ I, with your hel t, thrown alide, . 
and ufeleyy in the Bour ef peace ? = 
Since then you oefs ic, } muit be your guelt 
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s Llabour, asd ohward move, 74 
P yeveck 0 op pine contruuling pow" ttf 
on this m Wife may sehewe my thoughts, 


th and gonverte lift my foul again. { excun 
e back Spene draws, and difi Cours @ Banquet. —  ¢ 


= ‘ Luter Mandane richly dre Bid. ‘-, 
«Ic was chis day that gave me lile ; this day - 
give much more, fhould yive me Memnon toa; 
a rival’d by hie chutns, thay clafp 
ro round, (a cold, unkind embrace !} #* 
ba pri of tar worlesiontom ‘ - 
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rainbow, om tu blare i a 
ne thiniag guile of dre 
poit acrime that I ft.il live. 
hich can’t diffemble, pouring forth 
Zuth, are honcil to anes: 
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ene, 


“2 .he PO 
Bar Myo Me a 


| x ge Sound | louder, ‘valle waft ; 


me, ye rignte 
Fever fluine propitic rn my 
F ptect her, profper ber, and ‘when 1 


ill blefs me in Mandanc’s ha acl iP 


mie ong Sa 

he K ; rman h~ pe 
a lic. Ha! the King beng nsieee me, — 
Th dng b oe 1 that 


; kmid t he terror of ae, 
_ Ev'n how, t ey delug 
* a > pre: Copy ‘ ; te ® 00 
And the ong, fold 


xd with fed 


— - 3 es 7 Wy | 
‘ores y chil a on cour. 
4< Am ou cmebluhh? a aby .. 


ling don r ay ee 2 
: , 2 — 


coeath h he = 


aah j 


lees ko nefs at 


pons ee 





vague o: Pig t 
— $ s 


Pu area childs 
Fetes inny: bitlec, E a 


. »™ 
olds dear. >, 


Farewel. » ba side noel | 
ts on Myron ¢ Stage, aad retur 
ees y ph ¥ 
a. . 
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rT cram 
Sd dd eta weal 
Ar or) | 
ht's Phar ¢ 







" a atts rey = 
Vay samcneat 
Myr. ‘The gates are ba 
~ And all the houfho!d is comy tore 

ee = Niagi 
yf icanor 


erdition rae na 


Vicar or! Oh, | never thall fleep more 
Defend me! Whither wander’d my be 
Broke Joofe from rea foo, how did they ruf 
And now they are cor Paghenrs—= all amd with things, 


Aad Pp € Ct a 67 ae lee 
sre ods to dita ny crime, . 

et aloft with eh m deaf to my defire : 

ny, Tepsnt; repent, and long again ; : 



















Ana every moment differs from the laf. 
r uft no lon er parle wit ~dettru Cc ton. - 
leres, fei ne, fe i 


Mh ere elas Wh, anc 
' 0 fly. {Excust. 4 
acfes. 
1a talfe alarm. 

“ iftors of the n night, ; 
on’s pa.lion ; 

flarted, 

rd o'er me. * 


: Rfeth cod fel 

Ie then your , 

nall beneath your chamb 
a: tin 3 OW 









ight, and rump! vd in his mien a 
h my dagger in Art. 
yourielt with ileep, fandane. - 









féixcs Mand , 
fyron dares attempt - ae 
guitities theblow : . + 
or brother's ghoit thall (mile. - “a 


, inds his fteps; [hare his fighe, 
t  *** death has made it lovely come. [Bes 
Ester Myron avd Aulctess 
ow this paifion, like a whirlpool, drives: me 
ipid motion, round and round, 
i? a drawagiwall my foul! 























am conquer'd, —— 
if nypilar c’er fhone i. 
cm he lightning’s flahh - 
ark and the burtling clouds 
thunder feem tu rock the land, | 
dare now trom theleer roam, s . 
+, aod make the foretts groan. | 
I ? A monfter yet more fell 
® be wilds ?——-] am, and threaten moree 
arker thafi this dreadful nigt.t, Ag 
‘cer tempeft rage within —— 
— This leads Me to terehimber 
ven croak ? er 
lier oe 3 
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a Ob, tak rake 1 
frm me “en without al 

Us at Variance with i ! 

be dath'd from Gide to ide——= 

»  veptat parting, kneel’d before mt, : 
8 vo herto my cure, 

vd my Lie ——-and doubt I 
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{ : intoa mo fter or 


ue —_ Mandane pli ng ta diftan 
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| Fach Weekes, em nthe 

ad privately vies them to my chan 
[ Hxcunt ‘land 
[Starting ~ h, torments, racks and flues ! 
then the exp him - 
rt Ain lez a ever, 
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ele Beaches ae all prepa 
er wifhtes waking, By pe ae ton f 
hat pow'rtul thought - 


Bi, layealt Aa ie 






| d hell before it, ” 






1 to °F 
id fing ‘im, ‘ 
ae 














ines, and Bite , 
Sure charms ! 


Prin _— Gd indeed 
1g ou''re abe ove mortality ! 
ren put an end to pain, " T*le 
uy my ; breathl fs body at her feet. 


Sac nee Bh, 


a we 






Bur fuch 
‘hat I Og “a >t 

Has fomething loves 
But touch 

W by fwe' 

All nature 

I own Wh 

You C2e 


Ith 








fi 


vee Barden, @ 
I'll do, w vh 
-” Whom tim 























toe _ pce, 


a? joes this lt you down, - 


ca ue aes Pax 
Sn fuibing a = 
pelipy 





oe i ss 
e rT _ : rt it 
“ainting beneath th’ 
Manduane feeks ef 
thdraw : {Wl he 
* 
> of 


$94 
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When the barb'd ar > Cy 
rench'd withalibobe Idi 
aufe I fuffer’d for Butiral Fa 
Ram. ‘Phe King is not to blame. oli Jj 
Nic. Is not the prince his tor - 
Ram. But in himfelt-——— _ oe 
Nic. And has be lott his culls *) Rifee a 
"Caufe he has injur’d me? Ere 


Was kindled at his names—=Did. bose lime | = & 
















A fhametul black defign on 
Oh, Memnon! what a glorious ra f ye = 

To make the gods a party in our caufe, | 

And draw down bletfings on us ¢ » 

Mim. He that foppotts them ; Pes 
In fuch black crimes, is tharer of their guilt. 

Nic. Point out the man, and with fete waers qa ’ 
I'd fly upon his throat, thou ugh he were lody'd 
With-n the circle of Boufiris arms. ; nal 4f . 

Ram, He that pres fi when in hi rm 
Supports them to he courle of —ae gill Sa 4 
And you are he? ' ia 























Nic. ou ray "ft. ie 

Spb The army's yours, Ps 

I’ve or eve oi chief; bue wave : 
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Phoulae is fall o be ty ‘teiel Silaweel 
‘ ph As ed | nde ; el mat 
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la en ae: 
| Ppc reshei¥ chains ? ‘e 
youth moft humbly bend, 

~ vs UKwerling. 
8, the vigorous nerve 

| Sempicts the world, 

an the field, 


och in bigh place, 


¢, and die 
At an inglorio iftance om the 
R fl Su Acinie 8 ace hands for fafety. 
4 [ Aaccling. ¢ 
re ry ou iC you—, ; [ Barfing im tears. 
~: fics By heav’n h cannot {peak.—I underfland thee, 
R fem “i e—my Ob. | onal your work is done ; 
he tith all, tnefe creatures of my fword, 














2In t feen whole armi vaulted o’er 
Aying whic the da . $ 
na ny coninand, ~ _* 
d bury road E ufiri . 









signs for I n mh ao 7 
him, and | pl gh up the ground). > 
ei ands. r r [Ex 
ar dnciilny o= 5 
ans Delic w {1 | = 
watt fr eve, ; | 
“* pi Ladd a ll P ; ¥ 
» Ack. 







' ey ~ a> ty lm 
é . ACT —g@ 
: SCENE, se Fiel/, a 
Eater” BuGnis aad Auletes. dn Alarm 


Busiais. 
Elcome the voice af war! 
























It whifpers what I mean. But fa 
What urge thefeforlorn rebels in Beale 
For choofing ruin ? 

Axl. Various their comptaints; =~ e 
But fome are loud, that while your heavy hand 
Prefles whole millions with inceffant toil, 

(Totts fitter far for beafts than human creatures) 
In building wonders for the world to gaze ar, 
Weeds are their food, their cup the muddy Nile. 

Buf. Do they nor build forme? Let that reward 
Yes, I will brid mgae- wonders te be gaa‘d at, 
Aad temper afl my cement with their blood. 
Whole pains and art regorin’d the puzzled year, 
Thusgrawing down the fun to human ufe, 

And making him their fereant ? Who puth’d of 

With mountain dams the bed A ee Nile 

Defcended Balt the moon, a it Re er . 

A ftranger Toeeke unacct ~d ores ? =e 
e from the Ganges t meee ell 

Bue virtues ie mid on —— Awa } eo 
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ww” 
Be 















Pil cai pro mind my glorious ancef 
\ or ten thoufand retin 
p into erernity itfelf, Brea 4 
py es sews 
nt £ ead = ano: 


tad ill, tilt he receives my 
et 1 inthe midft of my own rea 
d defiance on his brow? 

The flave 

ead Bufiris lately laid } in.chains 
m of his country. oe Py 
Bs, a 

























. good Artaxes ; thus you thank’d my father 


eee, 


Baf, What 1 have done, conclude moft right et juft, 


| For I have done it, aod the gods alone ? e 
lah iv it, although they ‘fell; 
ae they Welt sojuf greater thanks 


Are due from thse, whom ev’ninjuttice fpar'd. 
Mem, Thy kindnefles are wrongs, they mean to footh 
' My injur’d fou), and fteal it from revenge. 
Buf. Turn back thine eye, behold thy troops are thin, 
Thy men are rarely fprinkled o’er the field, = 
And yet thou carrieft millions on thy tongue. 
Mem. Alithy bloody-thirfty fword has laid in du 
Are on my fide, they come in Floody fwarins, ° 
A rong my banners; thy unequall’d crimes 
Have mz sc pice weak, and rob my vidlory.——— 
: Buf. H = ° 
Afcm. Ney, ftamp not, tyrant; P@an flamp as loud, 
’ And raife.as many demons at the found, j 


» Buf. 1 wear paiaden. ( 

4 Mem. F sae a fi ard. 5 
» yet fu ive thee life. 

Yes 9 your ow n: ie 


No > more, Bufiris—— bid the fuo very 
af, Br Gris, pod thagie thould fet together ; 































rods ordain my iaie,, 
| ii like fome vait Py amid, 







esttese ast 


Moatiautd Alar. — J 


‘ron dad Nicanor a ,. 


sins trike horror throug 
pepo Be fence ah 
zp a 
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T therf thould beafraid of feurfcere years, 
And tremble at grey hairs; but fince thy frenzy 








Has tent thofe venerable locks to caft 
A glofs gf virtue on the blackeft crime, 
Accurft rebetlion, this gives back my heart, 
With all its rage, and I’m a man again. 
Nic. Come on, and ule chat force in arms, I taught) 


I'l now refume the life I-gave fo late. [thee ;. 
Myr. 1 gneve thou haft but half a life to lofe, . | 

And doft defraud my vengeance —--At my touch 

Thou moulder'fl into duit, and ast forgotten. q 


[ Prepering te fiebt, Myron frp: Dorte. 
=  <Ahbh,no! I cannot fight oath oe es a 
And flake elfewhere : thow cant not wanta death 
In fuch a field, though I refute it to thee, 
Kamefes, Mcmnon, vive them tomy fword, 
Suftain’d by: thoufands; but to fly from thee, 
From thee, moft'injur’d man, fhall be iny praife, 7 
° And rife above the prpettet my fers. 
Nic. ’Tis not old age, th’ avenging gods purfue thee! 
( He retires befere Njeanor off sie Stage, Aloud Alarm. — 
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Nous Enter Bufiris and Auletes ix pwr/uit. | 
Bof, ’Tiewell, 1 like this madnels of the field; d 

» J Let heighten’d horrors, and a wafte of death. 

Inform the wotld Bufiris 1s in arms, . 

But then 1 grudge the glory of my fword 9 
aeelo faves, and rebels; while they die by me, 

° A, 
- 


They cheat my vengeance, and furvive im fame. 
Axl panied atterin the parhs of death, 
wuld not but from er beheld your plume 






























dow flaughter’d heaps, while your bright helm» 
d.itingutth’d terror through the field, — _* 


nt legions trembling as it blaz’d. . 
Think not acrown alone lights up my a. 
Jisdeepin fight. Forbid it, If, 
Id Bufsris treads the {gnguine ficid, > 
poit fpirit of his hoft thould conquer 

ample, and beneath the fhaste ae 
high-brandifh’d arm. Didft chor e'er f ar Pe 
anarr. Iknow pt Mary fear -~ 
oF the few things beyond my power; : 

feath muft be fear’d before "ts elt, ne >, . 


£3 ey... Thy. 


Sa 
~¢ 
e* 
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- Thy mafter i is im 





mortal, Oby Auletes— * ° "> 
But witless? they live! 7 
Where fall thé founding cataracts of Nile, a 
The mountains tremble, and the waters boil; , 
Like them I'll rufh, like them my fury pour, : 
And give the future world one wonder more.  [Exewnt. P 


Enter Myronex aged Nib a party; his plume ts fmitieno 
_ Hi pie (4 ee and Piha. hs w: 

Afr. When haw, ‘fo near, but dares not venture on 
*Tis Heaven's regard, a kind of falutation, [us, 
Which to ourfelves our own importance fhews.-— 
| Faint as Fam, and almoft fick of blood, = 
There is one cordial would revive me fil ; 
| ‘The fight of Memnon; place that fiend before me. [Exis 

Exter Memnon. 
Mem. Where, where's the Prince? Oh, give him to 
my {word ! 

His tall white plume, which dike a high wrought form : 
Fluared on the tempeftuous renee ach 
Shew'd where he fwept the fie ai 1 fale "4 fwift, 


But my approach has turn’d h 0 ai—— t 

, Enter Myron, 

. now begins ! B, 
hy a thou? 1 


Tyr y Sec 
















. 4 
- 4 - Bs - 
i ‘J > 
- : . a! 


i . Plictith thee like fome poifon on the earth, > 
Then hafte and cleanfe me in the blood of men. ~) 

e JDMyr. I thank thee for this {pirit which exalts thee 

Into a fge, 1 need not blufh to meet. 

Now from my foul, it joys me thou art found, 4 

' And found alive ; by heav’n, fo much [ hate thee, 

I tear’d that thou wattdead, and hadit cfcap’d me: 

Til drench my fword io thy detefted blvod, 

Or foon make thee immortal by my, owa. 

Villain! 


AlcaQy Myron! 
Med Kebel * 
a Diem. Myron t 


Myr. Hell : 
Mem. Mandane! [Myron fail. 
Myr. Jutt the blow,/an jutter fill, 
‘caufe imbittes’d to me by that hand 
noft deteft; which gives my foul an earnett 
r vaft unfathomable woes“to come, 
rat dreadful dowry tor my dreadtul love. 
leave the world my milery’s example, 
® +» ‘us’d aright, no trivial legacy. [ Diese 
Keuter py phoces, 
As Sypb. My Lord, | bring you moft unwelcome news. 
4 s poor Mandate wander'd near the field, 
i hope to ftc hes injuries reveng’'d ; 
" _ hopghtlefs of any fulf’rings but the paft, 
- pi ty of the foc, fyv, feiz'd, and bore her off. | 
m. Veng’ance und conquest now are trivial things, =~ 
fade their prize! Yi impeous in my foul 
"oO entertain a thought but of her refcue. . 
‘ow, Now, | plunge into the thickeft war, 
» bold diver from a precipice é 
ocvan, to regain a gem, - 
a impoverith’d kings, to bring it back, — 
day no more. : fs CUM, 
Enter Mandane Prifoner. ; 
A gen’rous toe will hear bis captive fpeak 5 
hus kneeiing I implore : . a 
i all chofe {words that glitter round me, 
to hide its point witb:n my breaft. =n 


- io eet ee Be 


We ss 

































ave 






5 Mem laine! Corfed atheifts! Can you bear 
| That pofture from that form? What, what are numbers,’ 
lr When I behold thofe eyes? Not mine the glory, 

_ That fingly thus I quella hoft of foes. 
Inhuman robbers! Oh, “ back my foul. ; 
{ They force ber off, berrufbe 1 in-upon them and is takeme 
Poor comfort to mankindy that they can lofe 
Their lives but once—Burt, Oh! athoufand times 
Bc torn trom what the aan 
L-nter Ramefes. 
Rm. Far have I waded in the bloody field, 


= 
> 
' 
m’ 
; And trac’d thee in a labyrinth of death; 


Laborious through the ftubborn ranks of war, = 
But thus to find thee !—Better find thee dead ! 
Thefe flaves will ufe thee ill, 
Mem. Of chat no more; 
Myron is dead, and by this arm: 
; Ram. 3 1 thank thees - 
All my tewdfpirits left exult with j joy, 
I'll chafe and feourge him through the Lewwertrorld: - 
. a. Alas, thou bleed’ft. a *. f 
M4 urfe on the tyrant's dword, , 
‘TV bleed to death; ‘but could not lem the world,. wv. 












Without a lait embrace. Juft ooweamnen 
whe, pect Mandane. 4 
icklyf{pesk. What faid fhe? o_o: ° 
othing of comfort. Ceafe to afk me fa © 
lore, your meeting will be fad.— 
Ung aint——Ah, »whe ishuman life? | 
juw Tike > the dial’s tardy- moving fhade ! 
fer day fides trom us ceiv" 
ning fujitive is fwift flealth, 










4 


Too fubtieis the movemeat to be feen, 
Vet oon the hour i is up—and we are gone. 
ewel, I pity thee. =, 

1. Farev vel » brave friend! 





And Guite bled out the fun—But what to me, 
The colour of the tky ? A death-cold dew , 
Hie, on my brow, and all my flacken’d j joints 
Are fhogk without a caufe—A groan! from whence? 
Again! And no one near me? Vain delution ! 
. Yet not J fear in vain! fome ill is tow'rds me, 
More dreadtul fure, than all that’s pait. Mandane! a 
‘d the was at peace, and paft the reach 4 
Of difill news, but fuch my wayward fare ) 
1 cannd afk acurfe, but’ tie deny ‘d me: 
Ave cofd I with I ne'er fliould fee her more ? 
Kater Mandane guarded. 
ad. This is my brother; a fhort privacy 
mall favour you may grant a toc. . 
ae Let it be fort, we may not wait your leifure. 
. ’Tis wond'rous ftrange, there's fomething holds 
me from her, 
<eeps this foot fait roote he ground. 4 
. is the laft time I thall er pray. 
c, ve gods, confine your threat’ned vengeance, 
I will blefs your mercies while I fuffer. 


&% & * [Memnon esd Mandane advance flewly to the front 
) of the fage. « 
, , sad, What didit hoy pray for ? 
4 om, For th? pea —_ 
ard. "Iwas tintin he el 
t) QOh' thofe handsin bonds de ny the bleffing, 
. nich they earne!Uy were rais'd to heav'o. 











om. i, scur —_ too ; what we nae yet todo ¥ ‘ 


riage Se Z a 


aud find no glimpfe of t 
night of horror and defpair ! 

f horror and defpair, indeed, awe ie . 
believe me? Nay, can l 

Pe, - laft thing that I mattis fale. a. 
rig@t of my misiostune husts My mind, 


/ * aswhat?. ie 1m i. 


























a 1 
m. 1 dare not think; cathinW is 





to look dows 
pa en thoufand fathom deep, * , 
ny brain—Oh! Oh! { 
Mund. Memaon, no more: 6 
' That filence and thofetears need no explaining ; 
And it is kind, with fuch fevere reluctance ; 
 Tothink upon my death—though neceffiry. 
_ Mim. Ah, hold ! You ey athoufand daggers ji v fr 
Talk not of dying———I di 


Right is noe right, and reafon is not reafon, 
All is diftraétion when I look on.thee. ‘ 
Oh, all ye pitying gods! dafh out from nature “s . 

Your ftars, hed * but ler Mandane live. ——_ 
Mand. No: death long fince was my confirm'd refulve. 
Mem. Myron is dead. ' 

Mand, What joy a heart like mine 

Can feel, it fecls he been never born, 

I might have liv'd now ——~impoffible. 
Mem. This even to my miferies | owe, 

Thatsit difcovers greater virtucs fill, 

In her my foul adoresp——Oh, my Mandane ! Ts 

Oh, glorious maid ! then thou wilt be st pesce —~ 

| , [Memnon walks thoughtfully, aud returtte | | 

Mutt I furvive, and changethy tenderne‘s ‘2 

- Fora itern matter, and pe: rpetual ch insf 
Long I may groanon carth to fate their matice, 

fa tt BFOM n poweerince we ge: proceath, 

» {teel b. a atl rod f 

ate ee , ath my braiv 
sbYingin yourfoul? } 
fan. _ ill not the | 
r r r 

~ Mem. Alas, Mandane! No ; they ftudy 

To find our all her feeret feats of pain, 

Mod carry killing to a dreadful art: ~ 

A fimple death in Eg) is for friends. 

fas ch th | nuit be fo |—and yet it 


m. Whi f tat fudden palencfs > 


fown the thought ; 

























Fis 





RIS 
fant of my bofom! — 
y vital blood 





My d&areft heart! the infs 
Whom I would fefter with 
© Mand. 'Tis well, and in retur 





ive thee=this. 
[Sheczs a duggere 
Bem. Millions of thanks, thou refuge in defpair, 
Mand. Terrible kindnefs! Hormd mercy! Oh! 
cannot give it thee. 
™ Se Full well I know : : 
Thy tQgcr foul, and FE muft force it from thee, 
he is Aruggling evith ber for the dargcr, fe fpeaks. 
My Lord! my foul! mytfelt! You tcar my 
cart. . 
| not dearer so my eyes than light ? 
u not circulate through all my veins ? ; 
with fe, and form my very foul ! 
\. Now, monfters, I defy you: fate forbids 
arewel, my guard may interpofe, 
se your favour vain— Thus, only thus. [ Embrace, 
* ._— 
'. Ah, no! Sincedaft I faw thee, thrice I rais'd 
: [ Holds bis arm, 
| & * — nbling arm, and thrice Llevit fall.—— 
j retufe compaffion ne (ex, 
n betrays me, and isMyron’s frend, ——= 
sontard, “you ‘fu a? anarin, 








Mare 
— 


hall fill be wi) te 
; {Afie a pasfool foment, be finks gently on the 
e* carib. 


From dreadful to more he T am plung’d, 
din deepett anguits deeper still. _ 
mplain in common with mankind-——— 
eral ciiatnecite ee 
nor duly lofe thee, but be curs’d © 
inkle my own hands with thy lifesk 
od, It be be sia 





















; > { At that N emnon flarts up fyddenly. 
Mem. Ah, hold! I charge thee hold! One og that 


' way > 
c Awakes my hell, and blo 

The world turns round, £ ftisdick to death! 
Oh, my diftraction ! per | tithough ! te 


all trs lames, ——= —_ 





Mand. Why ftand youlikea flatue? Are you d iad? 
What do you fold fo taft within your arms ? 
Why with fix’d eye-balls co you pierce the grounk : 
Why thift your place, as if you wodson fire ? na 
Why gnaw your lip, and groan fo dreadfully ? 
_ My Lord, it I have fpent wholelive-tong nighw 
In tears, and fiyh'd away the day in private, 







Only opprefs'd with an excels of love, 
Oh, turn, and fpcak ro me! 
Afem. Andthefe, nodoubf}  . 
Are arguments that I fhould ‘blood. — 
No child was ever lull’d upon the breaft ’ 
With half that tendernefs has melted from thee, ‘ 
And fell like balm upon my woynded foul. ‘ 
And fhall I murder thee? Yes, t thus—thus. \ 
a AW Babee JSeme time. 
Mand. Alas! My Lor forget we wre to die. 
° hy 5 “= 4) 
; . 








i= 








.  [Meimnon ge ith suoader on the ages 

‘Mom, By heav'n 1 had ! my foul had rook her fight 

“An biiGs—— Why, is not this our bridal-day ? 
Mem. ‘Then it muft be done. 


— Masd, That way dittraction 
haar thaa thy ( 
. . 
¢ thy face, and put the world in mournin, 


edi 
Oh! Oh! | | 

h bicod ftart our tor tears, tis donc—but on 

iii ¢ mb : . ‘ *. * 
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Man. Thy Sighs ac 


The guard is on us, 

















sw! ‘it I not hurt me. 
y fc Bgyis through, and 


* et a d my breaft, 
DaBing dew the dugeer. — 
ould not Bete * 

world from ruin. 

woman, Tit be fumcthing more. 

| [Svabs ber, (haa 
heav’n till you arrive. Yiese 


me——-and in her neirt, << Sn 
dv. 
















And‘now witht is expird.—— 
My ldxely bride i igiin are happy, 
| [Srabs bim/clf, 
And better worldé prepare aur nuptial bow'r.—— 
° Now ev'ry fplene id. ject 0 appition, 
Which lately with ( “| rioue glofics play’d 
nmy brain, ane y idle heart, 
~*Are taken from me By a little n mit, > 
And all che world 16 vai cP, 
A march founded ok ter N icanor azd Sy phoces vidlor ious. 
The Guard which wer ere advancing to the badies Sy. 





-” awn, the Perfian’s angry pow'rs 
morning’s infolence, 
at faictvec of the ficld 


| Wic. The day 





‘ ae news: 







« black fcroll, 






In 
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 Inhis misfortyne great; an 
And dreadful to the conqut 


















Nic. Sad fight ! 
A fight, that teaches triump 
And more than juffifies thefe 
Even on the moment that my ¢a 
From fore opprefiion, and ingle $ 
if € Fai 
A great Shout. Enter Buf is avoanded. 
Buf. Conquer’d! °Tis falfe; Lam your: {, 
Your matter, though in bonds: yor 
» At your good fate, and trembling can’t enjov 
Now from my foul I hug thefe welcome 
Which thew you all Bufiris, and declan 
Crowns and fuccefs fuperfluous to my 
You think this ftreaming blood will low’sm 
No, ye miftaken men, 1 fmite at death ; 
For living here, is living all alone, 
To me a real folitude, amid “= 
A throng of little beings, groveling round | 
Which yet ufurp one common fhape and n: 
I thank thefe wounds, thefe ragi ins, % 
An interview with equals foon elfewhere. 


to Mourn, 
ing tears, 
"s fav'd 
ins. 


a 







el i 








———— 


Ha! Dead? ’Tis well; he rofe not to my 
I only with’d his fate, and there,he hes. 
Some when they die, die all: their mould’ 
Is but an emblem of «heir memories: 
The fpace quite clofes up tht which t 
 -‘Tnat I have liv'd, I leave a ma bis 
Shall pluck the fhining age from vulgar tis 
And give it whole to late pofterity. 
~My name is writ in mighty characters, « 
Triumphant columns, and eternal domes, 
Whofe fplendsr heightens our Egyptian: 
Whofe ftrength fhall laugh at cime, tall el 
Old carth itfelf, flrall fail. In after-a 
Who war or build, thal! build 
Grow great in cach, as my example fires 
juture wonders raife ; 
I fight the future battles of the workd.— 


Sa. 
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Say 6. 
ancing fees the bediets 
@ 
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on bis 4 tendantt, 










pt, thou art forfaken: [Siuds. 
inking glorics, 

























a id leffer » Buiiris falls. . { Dies. 

« Bear the de ch to his pyramid ; 

And for@hat ik sdefign'd,” 
Ry that high-minde niftaken man, y 
There let him lie cent in death ; yy 

Great was his life ¢ his monument: , 
Atu™, Be firia’ a young Arfaces, 





Of gen ber fpirnty let the crown deyolre. 
Fron @his day's 


vengeance let the nations know, 
Jove Zyys the pride of haughticit monarchs low ; 








~ they whokindled with ambiticur fire, 
rts andarms with moft fuccefs afprre, 
void o ¢, but provoke their doom, 
vafp at th aod bud theinfclves a tomb. 
‘ Enp of the Firrn Acr. 


~~ 


— 









LOG U°E. 
prove frail, fill makes the bef, 














Counts a gold froke 
«da bleed and woun 
Aad waftes an em 
Me Lat mufiy more 
Joy 'ons of ! 
Ct. mm a? sellautry exclaims, 
And call ine wen and ladies futhy names ; 
T bey tell ‘Be rakesand silts corrupt a ration : 
— Sach f S the pregmdice 4 education ! 
ibe heawobetter rbings, well ure approve 
” Thefe frenes, sbiatfbe-v the beundle/i power of ler 
Let, uber they quill, th’ Italian thiigs appear, 
ft, throng an audience bere, 
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via te frenzy «rought, 
’ Fited 1 throug gu eunuch’s threats 
His part, @ haf, bis fees requires @ maM 5 
it if be ome 
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To HI8 GRACE THE DUKE oF 


/ 


MOW T R O.S E. 


no 


My Loran, 


Br Icave to thelrer the following tragedy under your 
paironage ; a {mall, but fincere return of gratitude 
for the many obligations | have to your Grace, and in 
° pirtic ilar, tor the generous concern with which you 
« por. land dupporied the intereit of thas pertormance : 
and t which IT am greatly indebted for its reputation and 
{Reefs. 
f Permit me to add, in iyflice to your Grace, (and I doe 
swith equal pnde and picafure) ae I received this ine 
dulgence without being obliyed co pay for it that adulae 
tion and (&leneds of heart, which is fomerimnes cxatted by 
the vulgar great; bur is more trequenrly the voluntary, 
-judg ed off rag @! n ean and venial weitera. I all, 
Pech the true zeak and attachment, 
. 


a 





: .« * 
a Ny Lard, 
Your Grace’s moft obliged, 
° And moft faithful fervant, * 


— im 


D MALLET. 
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ROLOGU FE. 
Writtem by Aaron Hint, Efy. 
“JN youth cuben 





and merit meet, 
How rare the uni id the forve bow fucet ! 
Fhe’ at {mall praife our bumble anchor ams, 
His friend may give bim ahat bis binib shjilaumn 
L.adies——to you he makes bis chicf addrofs ; 
For-'d to be pray'd to, and even born to blefs; 
He fee's _vonr powcr bimfilf, ard makes st felt; 
Eis foenes vis. teach cach fudsera heart se melt 3 
And cach far ¢@ that new sbines fof bre, 
Anon shall fk -e fill fofter thro’ a tear. 
Let not con train? your en’rous fiebs reprefsy 
Nor veil .ompafioa, am repel dfArcfi. 
Jour fox's Kecth is im fach wiakeefs found, 
Aad fighs and wars but belp your charms to veutd 
OF al! the cvonders taugot us by the fair, ‘ 
ests Braageft, rragedy Roulddsfe tberr care ! 
Where Love. Soft tyrant, in full glory reens, j 
And forer . tbetuty holds the world in cnainte 
Lids poirft't, and more bold, the comic mufe 
U'rkinzs your Cupid, er obfiruchs ois views, 
Ushakds profane < eul's fPmuliar claim, 
Ard blots emt ave Srom love's diminilh'd fame: 
Finds ov mages fawits, and Sets them firong in febt, 
ned s wavsqvonan fall, er -varn, 07 light 
Me aged, Jour fervent try'd and true, 
Lto your fume deYorsd, and te you, 
lewd ta Loy a ted amcitivn brings, 
, ‘ aud crowss it king of kingts 
ftom graccour fccne so-night, 
Mons move refin'd deiight. 
> f Whife we recommend, 
tafbiy!, fudjcA, parcat, fon, and friends 
wrinocags i iatroh ei ee cungrs _ 
hopes, a~:! fears, and pity fire the lage. 
ben, edin [oft ferro fruclls tie “sir-one’s brea 
fad impr-fien mix with nighth ref, - 
fee ee memia: cme Pall our feene jus ply, 
Jrucst faddeniny inflwence wever dite 
A; D R Ae ,, 
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O° The lines difimyuiteed by imwerted comas, ‘thus,’ are omitted in rhe 


Reprecatatroa, gud tbefe printed te ltelas ere the addituas of 
vhe Theatre. 





AC T I. 


Eurydice and Meliffa. 
[ Thunder, 
Evryoics. 
: avenly Powers! 
. at means this dreaflful war of fea and thy ? 
readful, indeed! It rofe not by degrees, 
once, a tempeft wild and toud. 
° car, from the wint’ry north how keen it howls 
¢ lone towers, that rock with every blaft, 
ent threatening ruin on our heads! 
-ftand here, and caft thy cycs below, 
‘wad ocean to the diftant thy, 
onfufion fills the raving decp ! 
ntain-waves arife ! ——-'Tis terrible, 
ytothe horrors of my fate, 
lefpair that defolates py foul. 
, behold, due welt, where yonder rockg 
‘Tre beasihg tides ——Oh, fight of woe |! 
pandon’d to the florm, 
he billows, their drench'd fails 
“end whiil’d before*the rending wind. 7 
ift them, all. good Powers! The itorm is high, 
od penlous. , _ 
they climb a fearful fteep, and hang 
furge that mixes with the clouds. 
burfts, and headlong down they reel 
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Inta 
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Into the yawning gulph. They cannot 
A fea rowls o’er the foremott, e 
Mel. Ab! the ftrikes 
On yonder wave-worn chff. The fatal fhock ‘ 
Has doubtlefs thiver’d her‘trong fide She finks, 


So fwiftly down that fcarce the me eye 












Can trace her taileft matt. Whereis fhe now # 
Hid in the wild abyfs, with all hererew, 
| All loft for ever! 
Eur, Turn we from the fight, 
Too difmal tor a woman’s eve to bear. 
Iil-fated men! whon, knowing net, I mourn ; 
Whence, or what may th¢y be? Even now, perhaps, 
In fome tar diltant land, a faithful wite, 
Or tender parent, offers vows to Heaven 
For their return, and fond!y numbers up 
The ling’ring months ot abfence = Fruiclefs love ! 
They never inore fhall mect ! By my own ils 
Severcly taught, I pity then: yet fat 
Their tate, all full of horror as it feems, 
| Israther to be envy’d. ‘They are now 
Beyond the hand of fate, at rei for evers 
While 1, Mel:ffa 
Mel, Ah, Eurydice, , 
My roval m.ftreis, rather think the gods 
Would teach you, by this fight of mournful ruin, 
Patience and gentlerthougit. When others too 
Are miferable, nor to know the work 
Is fome degsec of blits. ° 
Eyr. Meliffi, ao. - 
_ A tell thee, no iil fate, rho face of 
Can be fo dreadful as a life ikem o 
~ Call back to thy remembrance what I've beeg 
How happy ins hulbsod, aod a fon 
» The riling boat of Grog ¢' Behold me now 
* Caft down to luwcit infamy ; the f{lave, 
The fport of a foul tyrant, whe betray’d me 
And would dettroy my honeur. Gracious 
And fhhall thia bold offender, who has broke 
~~ All bonds of holy faith, yet bids hi. foul 
) Rejoice and take her cafe; fhall he long tru 
Here un the thrope of Corinth, while its .or 


~~ 
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ny Queen, . 
Theic faithful tears, which fympathifing forrow | 
Draws trgm my eyes, {peak the fad tharc J take 
In all your mighty ill 
Eur. Say, now, Mehiffa, 
Is there among the daughters of affliction, 
\ One fo forlorn as poof Kurydice ? 
A nrifaner here, fubjected to the power 
’rocles, daily doom'd to bear, 
ifule ! his detetted love. 
equal this? Why did I truft 
‘rant ? 
his minion’s here. 
Eater Medon. 
heauteous Queen! By me, the royal Procles 
srvice bende bim to your charms; 
; realth, and gentle peace of mind 









. . ° 
rmorn, and make your evening fair, 
ce tendereit vows-——— 
. r : thou inform me 
appy mien, whom I but now 
this coalt? 
who they are ; | 
ir fate, thefe eyes with dread beheld. 
. », from the morning's chacc return'd, 


cht fpuse’don with all hia train, 
tible, whom the wild fea 
on the jand. Bur firit his love, 
ach inmomem’s abfente from your eyes 
g’ring tormeft, badt me fly 
od greeting to the matchleis fair, : 
s foul enflaw’d. 
1 bear him back, 
m he has wrong’d, Betray'd, and ruin‘d, 
thing, unrelenting {corp, 
n’s hate, in juft return 
jlove. Thegyrant coward ! 
len and helpiefs, to embitrcr 
iferies him({clf has caus'd, 
kery | 


























Med. Your pardon, Madam, 
If J, the humblett of your flave 
To place before your eyes in faithfe 
That mournful period, full of dread and dancer, 
Which late you faw. Behold then your falfedubjeéts, 
Wantonly mad, and fpurning every tie 
Of {worn obedience, mix’d Bie botd treafon, 
Threat'ning and univerfal : yourtloft hufband 
Abfent, involv’d in unfuccefsful war; 
His troops averfe and mutinous. From them 
Bold faction with contagious fwiftnels {pread 
To Corinth too, where the wild herd arous’d 
Infulted you, and drove you to this fortrefs. 
Say, where was then your hope, when meagre Famine 
Join’d his devouring ravage, and your eyes 
Saw daily, haurly perith, tnofe poor few 
 Whofe faith had kepethem yours? 
Eur, Oh, would to Heaven, 
I then had perith’d too! « - 
Mcd. Such was your flate, 
Lott evento hope, when generous Procles flew 
Impaticnt to your aid, difpers’d und quell’d ¢ ‘ 
The general treafon. May I dare to urge 
Thefe fervices! But what afe thefe; his throne, 
His heart is yours; he lays chemat your feet ; 
He bids you reign in both. 
Ewr. Thou bafe of heart ! 
To flaves like thee, who flatter and inflame 
Their prince’s cremes, are owing Balt the pla 
That curie mankind, Has not thy crucl m 
Whofe guilt this fhametul p : 
On thy own foul, fay, hashen f 
With perfidy avow’'d, the very crown 
He {wore to fave? And I tvo thy bold i 
~ Shews 1 indced am wretched. But, away,; 
*Tis bafe to parle with thee, the fycophant 
Who Ieads him on tromguilt to guilt, and f 
He grows a god by finning. 
Mel. Ah, my Queen! 3 | 
My heart forebodes fome fatal confequence 
Vill grow ot this. 
Ear. Why, let it come, Mcliffa. 
I 































_ I meric all that { ran 
or truiMtg this betrayer, this curs’d Pivcles. 
Mel. CAlas! what could you d 
Pur. 1 thouldhavedy’d, 
He was theginown and mortal foe of Corinth. 
Mel. Yet his fair-feeming might bave won belief 
From doubting age, or wary policy. 
By frequent, urvent meflage, he conjur’d vou 
S To fave yourfelf. With open hanour owa'd 
His ancient enmity ; but, by each power, 
and infernal, {wore "twas paft : 
ore, that as a king and asa inan, 
 ghation at your Hnpious fubrecte, 
y of your tate, had touch’d bis heart. 
3ut Fame had {poke him faithlefs, bold, ambitious. 
as the coward woman in my foul, 
orious fear of dying, that betray’d 
ue into the deceiver’s power, 
, my heart, each confc:ous hour upbraids me, 
‘cfs to my truft, weak, and unworthy 
the bafc, precar.ous life I hold. 
. °, Oh, crown of milery ! I'in dvom'd, 
: hear the ry rant’s impious paflon, 
oid vow: and ovhs, ¢ 
‘That way indeed 
to turngmy thoughts. A foul fo brutal, 
vn w.th nightly infolence and wine, 
jay he nor atten pee 
re Oh, curie, to Rnow 
m in his power, and yet compell’d 
er batcd {iestameatige can 1 die 
wyuitify’dywhile yet perhaps 
Periander thinks too hard! 
Perror? King of gods and men! 
weyal eye behoids cacy thoughe 
tin the foul, give me to clear ey 
him; I afk of Heaven no more 
miicries, 
at fhouts are thete? Looking out, 
*inhumao sie of Riskeout: i 
ul’d many, who have warch’d the ftorm, 
g Wrecks, the {poils of periih'd wretches, 
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¢ Eur. Unfeeling beatt orey ! inks the ftorm 
¢ Isalmoft overblown. The waves fubf ‘\ ; f 
Bur, alas, 







F * And fall their fiercer roarings. 
¢ Of all the tour, not one remaining fail ‘ 
* Is to be feen around,” 

Mel, Kither my eyes ‘ 
Deceive me, or the good Leonidas 
Bends hitherward his fleps, and on his brow 
| Sits fome afficting thoughe. - 

Eur. Ha! whence is this; 

W hat mean thefe fecret thiverings, this dark horror 
O: fome approaching ill? 
Enter Leonidas. 
Leon. Forgive me, Madam, 
That I appear before you to inpart 
A mournful meflage ; but by Procles’ order——~ 

Eur, Whate’er proceeds from him, Leonidas, 
Muit needs be fataltome. But fay on. 

No form of ruin is io dreadfyl now, 
As being in his power. 

Leon. Unhappy Queen! 

Your fate might melt the hardeft breaft, and teach 
Even Cruelry's remorfeiefs eye to weep. 
How thall J {peak the refi? 

Eur. Leonidas, 

What is this fatal tale, too fad for utterance ? | 
Alas! why doit thou weep, why turn thy eyes 
Severe on heaven ? ‘~. 

Leon. This ruinous ftorm, : 
Whofe fudden outraye—— 

Eur. Ha! what thipfwere ineleg 
Say, (peak, that funk but now ur cy. 
In fight of fhore ? . 

Leon. The very fleet defign'd 
To refcue you; tofree gepenting Corioth | 
From this betrayer, this deteiied Procles. 
The King was chere embark’d. 

Exr. Vhen all is loft ! 

Bic. Ah, Heaven! the fants. 

Leon, Behoid, ye gods! this fight, 
Remember the curs’d author of this ruin 
My eyes, my foul’s in tears to fee her thus. 
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© Betray’d met 
>< "| Dy 'd inne _ ae ; + 
* : ruin’d hufband’s c | 
¢ Perhap atl ie eft breath, « 
> © Of dreadful fare, chars 
« His life « 
«In ‘ip preci on 


6 Mel, . “F ime 
. ghee oN hele fatal the 
‘The rage of realal 
Leon, Would tear — 
Metiipks thefe® vex cr 
With tailing elo the r ¢ 
Bur while we Cae 
And founds his cruel t 
~) I have row . 
_w Cho’ with that? 
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ra 1U fe! 
ath t heir fhrit 





‘To rump 
That had b grea 
I'm difappointed iti 
Mal. E eve r a 
|vhta@Heelhanal 
The burft OF tear ich 
Siocep your withes f 
Who is a0: 
Prec ett 
1 orem 
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ine an foul! The lighted 
wit of men [ gous, 






“To make his tall more ternt 
Proc. ‘ Coatulivn ! ee 
Still w eS ete verfe'!—Of cite: this tamenefe, 
Thefe fuppie, fawning arts.) By allth’ rmpatience 
That goads my foul; i will nce Hatter more. 
Know thou art in “ er, and 
Lar. Tyrant, n : 
I {corn thy bafe, unmanly threats—~A h, Heaven ! 
Daft thou look catmlp-on?—Bur be it fo. 
This tricndly duggesttertinye free. 


( Setcmpting te flab beefelh 
Proc. Ha! what, * © — 


What means thy trantic paffion ? This is wildaefs, 

Th’ cxtravagance of temale wiltulaefs ; 

Ic mutt y* - you fhalil be gently. forc'd 

To live, and to be ha . A | 

° - aye an Offeer. heme 
» Sir, forgive 

Thisrode jaceation. What I brin impons 
? ‘You? prefent ear. As now I walk'dthe round 

Of this wide tort owhere the flecp-windiog path 
Ends at beh ae gate, 1 Ipy'd a ftranger, 
Whoo becooceal'd. Forthwith J rous'd 

. yy and, ere he was aware, ' 
once. ilis fullen filence, 
dito heaven with earneit ation, 
of nocommon note. 
}whgt dott thoe hear? {-4fanr 

Tthafichee? | 
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J {peaks him of the vulgar. 
ith fome flormy thought, 

What art thou? fay, 

es. ling’ riog here? ae | 








Bar all is c 
{| To bim.J . € sar o~* ) + 
The man ov ear injur mot P oA 
It guilt can kno vre nT | er 
At hight of P ! 
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OF | ruin'd mje 
Move anc 
He fecls not ave Fae: F 
Have firag’d histemoriclef for 
Almighty Jore! reh nd j 
eniander! number albh 
In plapites, in horror 
Pre. Ha! bv hell, tt raving” 
But wings his faré) | Since thy fund filly weds thee 
To ruin with this rival, know he dices, 
This very night he di: ea. ‘Phroagh him Tmean 
To wound thy hearei Thou fhalt bebyld hira 
When the rack tretc g his rending joints, 
Burfls al! his veins, nod hunts the tying foul 
Through every limb. Then, whenconvultire agony 
Grins brdeowsia his face, mangted an ing, 
In the laft thrvesiot dyach, thousthals behold hin, 
Ear. Itis not to’be borne! My lifedies in me 
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Ar*he deitroyi  thought— Ah, flay thee, Procles —— 
Adit me, pity! hike —See then, behold me 
Thus proftrare yetthou bait nos \ 





cling, and remarfe, : 
ec OD galas as ; all ciic, 
oC Bic. 1% ti» & « “« 
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s bsng gordnelsy’. 
tf th Poll o] Mighye 7 
BOMt i os 
woe “ 3 
il blefs thee, ot 
ngs, a hee megs fllae 7 

ae f Ld paniing: Se ime 
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Oh, P 










A deed fur whicbs Ap 
ae ete and n 


yd wrong'd my uv 

miple atonement of 

Go then, Melf 
Me. Whither 1 

1 tremble ar yours 
Eur, Ver ic tte ei 

This fatal purpofe. ¢ wn rae 

A doubtful namesiia ful eal, wound 

By cruel calump lcm ‘ 

‘Throw off the women, 2 db 


* Thofe nicer a a rca! | 
' Importunas hey 
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Heuct bat : rw 
So Pef Wan der jivyes., x 

“ni ye me to hi 
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: oF | a eae 
‘The fall of § | 
-. Ere mornir z “he 


‘Soft to the difmal 


l¢ priuoner "s dre. 
lec plefe, he could reft. 
; i] 4 
rucl fate that cruth’d him, 
as in dO; nce On Jow nN. he Pa 
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Bers Hi with. I too the while, 
To fave my heen Coatriving == 
_ Leon. Mad 1 find*another 
e More tarourabl Pxeunt Kur, and Mel, 
-_ ¢ Nedon. 
Prod. Ho ft 3 > 4 
Prepar'd, Leonidus : m oy thee 
In an affair of weight, — Leunidas withdraws, 
Methinks I droop t _ 
With more than wonted heavinefs of heart. 


Bue I will thake it off, and to thewincs © 
Give every thought of cere. "Tis only fondnefa, ; 
And fancy fick with hope. Eurydice 
Bends to my wifhes: and, im her, I ho 
That heaven imagin’d that fole blift, which yet 
My fearch could never mect. 
Med. It moves my wonder 
To fee your love thus wedded toone hafom + 
While all around bright crowds of rival beauties 
Practife each art of charming, look, and talk, 
And hive tor you alone. 
Qroc. Alas, my friend ! 
Poor is the triumph over hearts like thefe : 
Thyhour they pleafe us, ‘and the neat they pall, 
it to fubdue the pr de that feorns to yield; 
To fill ch’ ynwilling breaft with fighs and longings, 
With all Mie foft dittraétion of fundleve, 
* Bece wiper sat invading vidtor, 
"And wonders a: the cCRanve ; that, that is conquet ! 
The plume of pleafure} and frpm her alone 
L glory to be wun, © 
| » May you fad 
tair-one thar enchants you thus, _ 



















Us in ou oung love . 
id sa dike “Ls cil 4 
| But yet, Orgive yo fervant’s*orward zeal, — : 


- Mean you to keer promife you have made her ? 7 
Sat Sie PRICE 
Med. How, Sir ! at fee ber hufband free? 5 . 
e Pree. I mean no | om ee - ” : 
n Afed. Your perdos, Sit’ tiswell, A.~4& 4 
Pls ,* 3 * Bot 
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ice 1d to rife no more, 


ow'tl th fomrets; 
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But L will h 
a chale Chi a . - a4 
Have figk himte iny with.— jea pd f 
Almighty tyra: of tt 2 human "he 

Who cant ot will antere ee a ~~ 
O’erturn the cated hearc, 1a tg man 


Through al! his fra ; it tradition ; 
Rifete Tae ui 


» Thy furto ae », th Can « 


» Thy whips, taake 
int him, an complete 


Roufe thy whole 1 
comes cave ail 
anir 


My purpos'd veagersnce.—B 
or » Thy life, thou 


Enter be 
ose ~——yg & [know'tt, 


advan : ¢ 
[:fdvcnsiths will 
ei 
ie asa them 























Per. Aod therefore I 

* Am weary ke 

Whathus di ok ja 
An ee e their j 


Pp. good the ag , 





a tn * geet | 


While t: 
A funnest 


iti 
“fn my 
‘war toc 


eet # a rner’s 

“ ree . ; - 
ae men? ' - ' 

With thefe he fought his vir hous wa Ri 

‘Thou feett Tknow thee, rer Fn 6 


h te 6 ches tr . ~~ 
tom te a 













Our prifoners ‘This: ‘moment fets the 

Per. How !—butethou dar'it not- 
Jn open day, and honourable arms, 
Oppofing war to wat, as monarchs fhould, - 


Y would forgive th Ber crown vfurp'd, 





Thefe flave-like bons t that fuir hope is vain. 
The tears that haunt iw ‘oul ee 
Proc. Strike off his teriers, (Te Medoa, 
Blatte, find Leonidas. Bid him prepare 
To guard the prifoner to our kingdom's frontier. 
There he shall leav big free to chufe what courfe 
His fancy moft aff 
Per, What meins ‘al this , 
¢ = =Dares guilt then be fo brave? ®and doft hide free 
The'man whom af of thine fhall never win 
¥ we the p wven but deep and deadly hate ? 
» fee my orders inftantly pertorm'd. 
{ Medoa and Guards retire, 
re A nd i 18 it fol Sdader with my fears. [ Afdee 
me firito what is Periander, 
or this freedom i’ 
1is may 
hope : "twas what I never meant thee. 
ad woman who enflaves my foul 
nihes, ang feill pitys thee, 
andithments catortedgftom me 
vow to fer thee free. « 
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ny beg 2% hes ‘teleafe 


“ide and what dull hufband, 
deck m1 e e "er gave fuch prout 


T thee 3 sof 
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1 hell! 

at V illsin, flave, | "tis fabs €: 
nce? OL, curfo — 

: “Fae 


al Pea, 
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Daughters of hate and hell ! € 
My murderous purpole ; pous intomy veins, . ©. 
Your gall, your fcor le » Yeur keen horrors 
That ftrng to madn | : rning vengeancer» 
Hath her fulldraught ‘of blood 
[¥ alking « auth a di ifurbed p Metis. 

But how! where am 1? me, 
_ Oh, this poor brain! ten thoufand fhapes of fury 
: Ave bi . ee and reafon is pes 
— Him! him! acatif black with every vice | | 
__ _Debafe herfelt to Hy sree thought is hell ! 

Well, weil——-and I, how have }-doated on her 

Whole years of tondnefs! eherifh’d, pleas’d, adorn’d her 

With ali that love can give Yet fhe has done this to 
Contufion on my folly-——Ha! the:comes. ‘ 
Down, down, tempeftuous fav): let me be dumb, 
: And hide this thameful confl:@ that unmans 
; - Eater Burydice. | 
b Ewr. He mult not know ans fecret fat He 


That I ain fix'd to die; 
Retufe a life fo deasly ee now 
All powers that pity human kind, ailiit 
In this imporrant hour! 
Oh, Pe vrander ——= ear 
And sit thus we mect er 
Per. Ha! fee, 
She comes prepar'd. By be 
My rage will leap all bas 
Eur, My Le 
I know you look on me | - a 
The fatal caute of all our il is; 
That guileis mine —Oh, would 
Had teen laid low in carth ere thatifa 
Why did] thr:nk at ruin? Wh nat bear 
All oie: all horrors SiS Ing fan 
Alaa my ur atk lef 
Te what have ‘they reduc'd us 2. 
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Se ee ey 
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P Bet unite we 
: a pros a te | 
at nipt, | 
a ult god: ! 
* Mere 
‘7 foie ¢ traitor , ~~ 
-” nal aul thee ? 
© Perdition [Woman ! man !— Yes, thy minion, 
* The vile one, has repal hy broken oath | 
© With wedl-mat perjury a has loudly boafted 
‘ To heaven, and ean » and me, thar thou ert-—Hell ' 












r aury, 
Difeafe and death, mere not my approhenfiea 
J.ike that detefted crime —— b dare no more. 
Aypmy love; hatte from chis ietal placc 
ne Ob, fare your lite, 













vilely beuietaion chat life 
ad my fair fame? By yoo bleft heaven, 
borne all woes that wretchedneie 
5 BHO jay pining aaguith: 
ike a maa. could have (niul'’d 
= erantncie-dlial to know 
din thee! i giere I ftsk ! 
: realoh ditg . 


| lo : ‘ 
hi ak ers the . a 








3g eyes, bai from this fatal place. 
ay recall his word; aad then —— 










Thou crocodile ! T , 





Are daggers here. > ore” 
Thy aid difftmula ides s the met im ve * 
Thou haft difhonour 29 sin’d me | rath ne m4) , 
My fight js hateful to thee. : & “se ev, 
But fay, tell ine, . [Rburaing. 
How have I merited thefe wron zs oft we 
W bat was my crune? Can all-beftowing love 


Do more than mine folahte7alV hen Teall back | 








The days that are no more-—Thou wert my al 

Ot happincfs; my foul ne ew a joy ayes 
That was not thine; my docting fondn fo lull'd , " 
Its hopes, its tears, its withes, in-thy-bofom r 


© heaven and carth !—_aud 
‘hou could’tt torfake me ! . 
Fur. Oh, this istoo much! —— 
Heaven knows, Lwould have dy'd to fave thy: life : 

But we will perish both, both die el belle 
| mw) 

























Thy tears ditt ract me. 





Per, Curfe onth : I could 
Froin forth their orbs——=-Thou exquil 
Hence, lett this arm fhould do a deed of th 
And fisin me with thy blood 
Ear. Oh , but one momen 
For merey’s fake, allow me on 
Ls Per. No; me  figh' + ee 
Herel renounce thee “a flave to toll 
To thy curs'd ethees What af iv'd! 
» Ear. Oh, eles aes pment 
For ever from thy heart? By al our loves, 
; By the dear pledge of pur ur ae parte d flam 
fant me one moment?, . ss 
Here will I hang, g rew to thy knees— Yes,’ 
rag this are Diced — m on the ¢ 
= Yes, ufc me alghe vile pam bt : 
Per, Away, away 
Ear. Then {trike me dese 
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at we fh 








Look he love; = 
Per. That were poor vengean ; [? 
A nob lextinselliensas 4 ot 
Ha! what's this? | 










. : ¢ 
Mie. 
nt, big ay'h war, end dread, 
i sm € a y é ; = 4 
7i™ ‘Earer Mel: fh. 
et Oh, my Lord, 
nderous birth of fae is fure difclofing ! 
les alls out to arms; tis guards fwarm round him, 
Hite in cach ftep, md fear in every eve. 
"This way too Medon fpecds, and in his train 
A gloomy bind of foldiers, 
Per. Lethim come. ~ 
Death has no terrots, wher to live is flame. 








Enter Mcdon at the bead of ene party, cwheburry le 2 a 
of the Stage; Leonidas atthe bead of aaciber, whe 1%- 


MBPUE tbe sad 4 e 


Afed. Be quick, fecure the Queen. 
Ear. What mean'ft thou, ruffian ? 
Mutt we then part ?—Farewel, my Lord, for ever. 
Per, Ue too, Leonidas 2 Nay, then —— 
, [ Excurst all but Leonidss, 
love ! 
ipreme, whofe nod contreu!s 
npires, whofe amivhty hand 
reak, and reifes virtue fallen, : 
oval fufferer deal thy mercy ; 
ns, and teach mankind to know, 
- juifice fways the world below. 












t Pa it, 


he® 1% pmy hand of ruffians, 
i I know nut how, 
Phumar vuice ; 7 


Rilinefs My fou! trembies ; 
eal lone void, 
PU Bat wha can fate? | 

A ° What 
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be 
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bY 
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40 E vw RY DICE. 
What can the wrath of all the geds inflict, feet ott 
Beyond what J have kncwa ? ~~ Oe 
etle!l, My gracious mitrefs, 9 7 oe ; 
This awful moment is perhaps the cris) 7) 
Or all Your furure life. Your guards fled fudden, 4 * 
Aud late the neighbouring cuarts were loud withftun , 
Which dy’d away in flow and fullemmurmurs, 
Some turn of fate isnear. Leonidas © . 
In hafte bore hence the King, duubtlefsto fave him 
Fron his dire foe; or at the people’mhead 
Once more to place their fuvereign,and refore 
You to your tormer ftate. ~ aS 

Ear. Allotherwife OP 
Bly thoughts forebode. There is oné derdly ill, 
Which, Oh, too fure. notime, no chance can heal ! 
And at the dawn of day, juft at thefe lids 
Reluctant clos'd to reit, Arpafia’s thade, 
My much-lov’d mother, flood confeis’d before me, 
Pale as the Shroud that wount ber clay-culd limbs 
Her eyes fix'don me, {till and morionleis, © 
Streaming unreul tears. She groan'd, and th 
In low fact murmurs, bade me to hertomb, | 
To meet her there—And there, in death alo 
In the dark grave, can poor Eurydice 
Expe& repofe. 

Mc. Ob, no! juft Heaven, I hope, 
That fees your innocence, has yet in ftore 
Much blils, and many days of peace for you 
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Bur. I know his heart is¢ ite eftrang'd, P 
For ever fhut agin thewoice of r;. "2 
Ard can my heart fur rive ft 2¢Shall 1 1 
With public infamy > A 1 
‘Toall hcenpe neu 


Death's keeneft dart has 
And what comes after 
Rf. Ha! Madan 

W hat {warms of me: 
Eur. Now, Loidoal 
Allert the caufe of righteaufi 
The thunder of their thours graws 
This way the combat turaos. By all 





DI CeE 4a. 
The tyrarit’s party flies! Look, look, Meliffa, 
Their btoken numbersto the tortrefs bend. 


Afl. And now with cager {peed they climb th’ afcent , 
Phat feads to us. 


na te who is he, Meliffa, ‘ 
THEE, Like the God of War, foes foremoft yonder ? 
Sed his (word lighten.gand the foe fly fcattenng 
From hia tempeftuousarm !——Ha !—yex—Oh, Heaven ! 
Tis he, ’tis he himfelf, ’tts Periander! 
Oh, miracle! He looks again a moaarch, 
Dreadtully glorious. Throw, all ye Powers, your flichl 
Of providence before him; think on ail 
His caufelefs wrongs, and do him juitice now, 
Bfei. Ab! Procies comes. * 
Ester Procies, followed bya party of bis Guards, 
Proc. -Contufhon! ail is loit. 
That traitor has undone me; andthofc flares, 
The falfe Corinthians, _ & moment's Aight, 
Threw ail cheingates wide opem to the foe. 
“Or hope abandon’d, and the gods againit me, 
at mains?—The Queen! By Ficaven, ‘tis weil ! 
. numph is pot yet complen——— 
¢’amine, and ] am conqueror (till | ———_ 
a woman thro the poilern gatc. 
[Te oar party. 
1 (7! this moment 
bile, make head [Te anot/wr, 



















c utkern fhore. 
You, the 













¢ purfuit, * and bar its progre(s, 
utd. ‘This it my daft greac iteke ; 
Lc ill Gie: fir » it, bafe tives. 
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2 gatc is (eiz’d. 
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. nd us on each hand: Ps 


And | 
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And have you then deceiv’d me ? Raiw'd nehigh . 
Wath baiteton kindnefs, but to plunge ine deeper” 
In goudine defperation? * Doeathe man, 
¢ Whoin late my foot could fpurn, behold my fall ™ 
© Aud S41] 1 thus; 


my great ambition duila’d 3 ‘ 
© My love unfatisfy’d? Shsllhe yet revel ff 
a 


¢ In her fond arms, and hear her cucfe my name ? 

‘ Nos; {pite of Heaven, my ruin fhall be glorious,. ° 

¢ A pomp of horrors. 1 will make this day . 

* For ever mouratul to.his aking heart. 

© Yes, he fliall. weep in blood amid the fhouts 

*-Or victory." One blow deftroys histriumphy. 

And levels inks once to my deftrudtion. 

. { He draws a daggers \ 

Exr. Strike, tyrant, and complete thy monftrous cnmes.. 
See, thou pale coward; fee, a woman braves 
Thy guilty dagger.. 

Pree. ap aie thiel feel? © « 
© A fhivering dew of horror fweats all o’er me 
Some Powcr invifibie arreitsmy arm! . 
“ It is Heaven's fecret hand.’—But fhall I lc 
This only moment? No; be flrong, my hea 
Be thuragasnit all human thoyghtes, and fco 
"Vhefe warringsof thy hoftile godsu— Fis da 


Enter Polydore, Leonidas, aed Soldiers? Pol 
Procles dack with bis Laace 

Pol. No, traitor! murde 
Than to permic 2 lifes 
"Vo fail by thy vile t ethetyn 
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' My mother ! > 
ivr. Oh, my. fe 
Pol. Tranipor gz. 

é _ Ker. Ob, cctte yi} 

» Anddo Thou!d thee in 
"hou dark b ony 
Oh, thou . fav | 
_— Pol. Thia,t a ia triu im. 

~~ And Tica of bounteous 

_ Was ever joy fo full? Thi 

* 
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z Oh, pride to think has fav'd the facred lives 
From whom I dre own, . 
Ear. And ts this poffible > = e 
*Whar thal 1 fry ?— Bue language all is poor 
"9 the render yearnings of my toul. 
olyWere ! «did ever parents know " 
Séch tranfpores us dethine? Did ever fon 
Delerve fo well of parents >—Good Leonidas, 
I faw thee not before; indeed I could nor, 
My eyes, my foul were fo clofe fix'd on him.. 
But fay, redouble this day’s blifs, and fay, 
Whence this amazing change? 
Leos, My royal mitrefs, 
/ The gods Nave done this. One half of the fleer, 
Asled by their peculiar hand, efcap"d 
Yefterday's ruinous ftorm, and with the dawn 
Enrer'd the pore unfeen; their fecree landin 
Betriendec by the morn's wede- hovering mis 
Inftane, inform*d ot his great farher’s tate, 
Bore, this gallant, royal youth, 
his eagertroops, and at their head, 
fens darced fire, few towards Corinth, 
Pd wide her arqs to take him in, 
peake the reff. 
© verorgn yoodnefs, 
© praiie ; this iathy wond’rous work. 
how was he fi 
ck with h 
hid to pr 
~ We 
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ail’d 
old bim, 
cefs 

ent faw him 
in the fighe 
amhistrumph. © 
ot meet him here.. 
alydure, and Meliffa, 
| Fttemdanty. 
Phou coward, Guile !—Bue 
{ Advances tewards Proce 


: 
humbled in the duft; 
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And awful Juftice comes, array’d in errors, vives Ot € 
Tomake enquiry for the guilt that fwells soe 


> a 


Thy, black account. But I will check my heart, 





Nor learn of thee to triumph o’er a fallen. 4 
Bear him ‘to prifon. 

Proc. Yet, I willbe free, , | . 
And foon beyond thy power. Knowjng the worlt, 


J laugh at all to come. 

Per. [Te Med.]} For thee, thou vile one, 

Thou pandar to thy mafter’s lufts, thou fycophant, 
(The moft pernicious prefent angry Heaven 
Can make to princes whom it means to blind, 
And ruin beyond mercy) thy juftdoom 
Is thftane. Spurn this flave intothe ftreets. =» 
The furious people, whom his earth-born pride 
Has trampled on, and numerous rapines beggar’d, 
Will find th’ opprefior out, and as they tear 
His guilty limbs, think all their wrongs.o’erpaid. 
[Excunt Frocles aud Medon guerde 

Leonidas, my father and preferver, 
Rife tomy arms, By heaven, ‘ the joy that 
¢ Upon thy brow, adds brightnefs. to the morn ! 
This wonderous revolution of my fate, 
This change, that wr me back my crown and 
i Rejoices me yet leis, than that 1 owe | 

The gift to thee. 

Leox. Oh, facred Sir, forbe: 
The tran{port to behold you thus again, " 
Is great reward. N ancan fay 
He has not liv’d it pteot 
Difinifs me nowt véfeen 

y mafter bie 
er. Nor 
Buch matchle 
way more p} 
running till ind 
u know’ft th’ unha) 
How penious the hey 
All round is p: 
Foremott in| lace at nd traf, 
Power, patfion, pieafure, w 
Thy life hasroll’d thro’ all 
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a Bon. 
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Of human ehance # and years of hoary thoughr, 
Cool {nd unpatlionate, have raugbt thee tid 
Be ftill my guide, and fave me irom the inares 


‘Thar, thys befet me; fave me trom myfelf. 


on, My heart can only anfwer to this goodnéfs 


filet gratkude and joy ~ Bur, Sir, 
Firgive me, if I fay ganother care 
Demands your prefent thought. 
Per. [ dfs} Fatal remembrance ! 
At once inflam’d my fmother'd rage burns up 


With fiercer blaze. He muft not know the purpofe 
With which my bofom labuun——~Yes, my fiend, 


O: that we'll taik anon; but now I with 





4s ; 


An hour of privacy.——~Arifton, ftay. (Exist Leon. 


Thus far have Itreprefs'd'the ftorm within me, 

He'd downits furious beavings ; bur they now 

Shall have full flow. Tam once more a king. 

My foe is inimy hand, and breathes this air 

But till I doom him dead ; yé@ is nor be 

fdgio ruin’d as his conqueror! + 

Whae do I hear, my Lord? 

» good Aritton, 

of thy tale wege true! She has, 

tray'd me. 

Since the Queen it fallen, 

iruftin woman-——-= 

Dr no hope - 

hed. Periandeg, Not the grave 
now from feor; suriength of days 

out rhis. ~ Ohenes ame! 

t unfound cre'cr 






























a fex ? 
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cious Lord, 
ait her out 


yurfelt again. 
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Arreft the whirlwicd’s wing, or quen 
Struck by the hand of Jove, when all us . 
In one broad donflagration blaze to heaven 2” 
°T§s reafon makes me wretched ; for it tells me 
How flzameful this mad confliét of my pailionsg 
But does that till their uproar? Here, Ardton, 
Works the wild Sorm that reafon cagnut cw 
I muft, L will have cafe. ete’ 

Ariff. You may; bus, Oh, a : 
The remedy is dreadful, and will give you ' 
Swoonings and mortal agonies! Lsremble 
bg mel it; butfuch your foul’s deep maiady, 

o gentler cure can bri ¢ health you want. 
Hier death, my raed “ 

Per. Ha! death-——-My foul fhrinks back 
From the dread image. How! for ever lofe her! 
My queen, my wife !—Behold thofe eves no more, 
Thar were the light of mine! no Jonyer hear 
That voice, whofe every fownd was harmony. ! . . 
Of power to footh tumultuous rage, and-beal 
The wounded heart of anguifly—Can it be ! 
Oh, mifery ! Why, why 1s thie! 

Arifi. Alas, 
You love her fill, my Lord, aid know it not! 

Per. Ye gods, why ain 1 thos driven to and 
. By every blatt that blows ?—It is tuo true. 
A traitecrous foftoefs fteals o’er my juft rage, 
And melts me to the do:age of low piry: 

ig fie no 






















Oh, thou mean h le? Aad 
Shall I tie day D ’ Take 
Pollution to my. d 
A tale for dru: 
— OF midnight 
| Their ervusr 
I tear her fror 
Should iflue wi 
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nd in whom to truft buc thee ; 
And fie thal “But think’it thou, good Aritton, 
not hear her firft ? ° 
rher, my Lord! 
you then have het live ? 
Wo were my tate 
fh hers, tha thould not live. Bur ftill,’ 
within me cries that I fhould hear her. 
an'the love. °Tis my revenge, — 
ul now, that would enjoy her tears, 
Her lying oaths of innocence, her new : 
And added perjuries ; then fink her down 
To the dark world, with all her crimes upon her. é 
¢ Ariff, You fee not, Sir, the danger of thar meeting. 
‘ Is your heart proof againtt the powerful charm 
* Or beauty foften’d into fighs, and melting 
© With the mild tanguor of tmploring cyes, 
* More winaing now, and thedding gentler beams 
© Thro’ thowers of forrow. Think you here bebok! her, 
“he knccling charmer, lovely in her tears, 
ding for pity, finking at your feer, 
Adying by your frown. 
Pe, Art thou my friend? ‘ 
mercilefe! why doft thou raife before me 
dangcrous image ? "Tis not to be borne. 
turns round with madnefs. Oh, ye Powers! 
potat quiet? Why ielife _ 
begs to dic, 
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| Fart'd on the wretch who ftrong) 












erncfa of foul? Whe af ec 
iW he grave's thade,arel bike r laft 
We for ever, name! 
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pite of ¢ ftion, . 
It thall be) Bhappy, 
But not wi gad 
* *T was will sot truft 
: - t of her charins.’ 
‘Oh, my foul ! 
thy fad chpice 
t lv'd. a 
, Ye 





















ne a ie 


Ye gods who watch 
Thou Sryvyian je . ey on 
chold, I kneel, as a 
@ "hy thatinvifible, that drea 
~ Th’ irrevocabie oath that 
Here l peony nC 


/ Enter Eur 
sng al ber | sine 
Hoyo r 
Eur. Not hear n me! not 
*Tis hard indeed— 3 c 1 r oa 
Whom inetcy « 
His rigid judge is ere thar 
Ye Powers, have I deferved this 
Ere harbour one loofe with? ‘Yourf 
The morning's orient bea 
More ftainleis than ne 
bi ever woes 1: ke n 
F general joy toall 
o rung talt within 
qrcere to r ever ~ 
~ Noth 
the fe aul I flay 
taunts; 


he feurn 


eta tell, 
is not Sle Sa . 









g diferdered, Leonidas followwizg, ¢ 





Le. Away. 
Why nam'ft thou victory to me, a flave 
Subdu’d and tyranniz’d by his worft foes, 
His unrelenting paffons? Talk of rvin. 
And I will hear thee ; talk of hopelefs mifery ; 
No other ftrain befits thy matler's triumph. * 
Leon. This is the language of fupreme diftrefs, 
Impatient of itfelf. My gracious Lord, 
Forgive an old man’s talk, who would this moment, 
Might his poor life bring back your peace of mind, 
With joy refign it. 
e er, That were to bring back 
The darted fun-beam, * onggeall the flight 4 
* Of unreturning time.’ »no! my foul 
Has bid the laft tarewel to happinefs, 
To hope itfelf. And yet I ypank thy love, 
Indéed I do—But leave me for a while. 
»eI would be privare. 
Lon. Sit, I dare not leave you-——— 
Forgive ppcfe tears I dare not leave you thus 
R -At vartthce with yourfel& I read too plai 
"Thy fatal thought that wakegg in your bofom. 
er. And wouldil thoy bmve mc kvethis abject thing ? 
s fldve of folly? For | reall thee vf * 
With fiame and drosk abhorr 
T cannot tear thac woman 
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The jewel of your foul. Some unfeen error ° 
Mifleads you from the truth, and ruins hers 
Grant her a moment's audience. 
fer. T have fworn 
That the thall die. s 
Leon, Is then her facred life 
Of fo imall price, to caft her¢hus 





{ on 
J ; way ot ® . » - _- 
With blind precipitance ? Your Quren, rm: » 7a 
The faireft form, the moft exalted mind, . 
Once fo ador’d and lov’d, to whom your foul 

Still cleaves with fondnefs! Can you give her up, 
The mother of your darling, Polydore, » 
Unheard, ubtry’d, to death and infamy ? 

Can you do this? = 

‘ Per. Oh, thou, whofe eye beholds 

And pities the frail heart of erring man! 

Ruler of heaven and earth ! or (till thefe paffions, 

That rage in tempeft here, or ftrike in mercy, 

And free me from my pain——W hat can I do? 
My folemn vow is gone up to high heaven, ._ 
And wouldft thou have me break it ? 

* Leon. That rath oath 





* Nor does, nor ought to bind. The gods refufe is, f 
© Should you, too late, difeaver the is wrong’d——— 
* Think on it well——=Oh, what a life of horrors 
© Remains for you! I tremble but tonamethem. 
© The fad and filent meltings of vain forrow ; 
« The thorn of keen remoric; the fting of love, 
© Inflam'd by fond reflection, hourly fighing  ™ , 
* For what he never, never- hopes to find ; 5 
© Wich thefe, 7, bu@no more to leave you, ; 
* Déefpair acc HFA focigty 
® Yet fuch v . . 
‘Your cour 
© Alas, my 
Per. Oh. 
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ppy ; and my name as odbur 

id breathing frethne(s alJrround. 


iat shoes déar ¢ dighe ' That Ic of fix 
sou J . 0 









Nak no {. icf 








onfirh this Deiat ea favouring Sate 

~ Thy to aie her hiMer. 

_ Per, Stay thee ver. 

Twould telolve, bureannor. Love and rage 
By turos aflail me; mele nve now +o mercy, 
Now rouze me to diitraétion Oh, ny heart! 

Leon. Then punith the fole cauteot afi yout pangs 6 
On the great criminal, on Procles” head * 
Difcharye the tulnefs of a rigiitcous ver geance, 

Apd juitify the yods. Ler the rack tear 

"The traitor’s limbs; andes hetmiels with ancuilh, 
Exrore confeiiun from him of the hes, ° 

The dark afperiions, that bare wellniyh ruin'd 
Your injur’ Bey tuous Queen, sndiwicur'd you. 

Per. Wha: halt then cone? Oh, that d-retied name! 
Thou know’ tt not ha:t my nis@nefs—=that curs'd naine 
HasYet my brain on biaze, and call'd up there 
Ten thoufand tunes. Hedi! haft chou not heard 
What fhame and fcorn, what vilene{s and contufion 
He heap’d upon my head—and the the caufe ? 

Leon. Oh, Heaven! and is this retribution thine ? 
Muf4irrue know what vice alone thould teel ? 

Per, Forbear, fond®*man. That Heaven thou dart 













> tho’ my fterious, | es on unerring, faccute, 
re’ ways unmark’d, ‘ nee G punithment. 
ow'd, alas! and with f Trony adjurations 
Bound tha: jf! Yow t o fet iny,country fr 
This, tom Ts one his HT cea, — 
xbolema 1 | pe, bled lu. aia 
Thro’ wa ne yf wi thely weigh'd x, ‘y 


Nor fea » he r rt le » ecoU a 

. That hotr igcom 5) dw fic avails j it now 

That [ wrth equ and gentle rule 

dave my lag eye moft, 
mot fecure — 

a! Polydore ! 
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. . 
Enter Polydore.) ; 
I faid ] would *e private. d ‘oh 7 r 
Pol, Oh, nfy \uther ! 
H®re let me kneebior eter, weep th 
To blindnefs, and he’er kyow a thou 

Per. What would my Polydo 

Pol. Alas! what means ° < 
This common face of woe that mee& my fight 
Where’er I turn? Evennow, while happy Corinth 
Blazes with triumph; whilethe neighbouring fhores 
Refound to heaven her voice of general joy, 
The palace isin tears. Her filent courts 
Are dark with mourning, as it Death and Ruin, 
Not Vidory, had fix'd their inanfion here. 

Per. Thereis a caufe, my fon, adreadtul one. 
But leave me to mytelf. . 

Pol. Am I then grown 
A horror to your eyes? What is my crime, 
That thus, with alienated look, you turn 
As trom fome baleful obje@? Yet, my father, 
Ott have you fworn, that in this face you taw, 
And lov'd your darling Queen. 

Per. Away, thy looks, 

Thy words diftract me. ‘ 

Pol. Whither fhall I fly? | 
Where hide this hated head? My mother too,» ; 
As now I left her, pretiing fullhereyes | . 
With fix’d and earnett mourntulnef. on mine, “ns. | 
Stream'd into tears; then clafp'd me co her bofom 
With fuch fad paffion, fuch tranfported tremblings, \ 
As parting lovers thatartuit s 













Of. My Lord, tt 
Attends, and prays a 
Per. Ha! Medon! Do 
Did J not charge thee &ri&t 
. 








— " : 
|} 
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That moment tothe fury of the people 
How gift thou dar’d to difobeyy - 


Off. Dread ~~ ; 
As to his fate led him, pale of teypbting, d 
Nar fight of the cumultuous caf ardund a 
. With ut oft joftance he requeited of me , 

To fant ym yetamoment; for he had 

Secrets of prime eegcernment that requir'd 

The King’s immediateear, We hardly "fcap'd 

Into the fouthern tower ; th’ unnumber'd rabble, 

With cries and threats, demanded forth their foe. 

Ax hazard of my life I ventur’d down, 

Sooth’d, flatter’d, promis’d them they thould have juftice, 

They are but now difpers’d. rm 

Per. Leonidas, 
My heart mifgives me at that mifcreant’s name. 
But let him enter. 
Ester Medon. 


Med, O King, renown’d tor gentlenefs and mercy ! 
The nobleft praife ! fce profirate at your teet 
A criminal, who comes to merit adilét 
By fair difcovery of fome weighty truths, 
‘That much import your foul’s repofe and health. 
Per, Say on; and if th? heart has torm’d a hope 
Of one hour’s after-life, take heed thy tale 
Be ttnaly juft to truth. 
Med. Thus groveling here, 
With thame and fharp remorfe I own my crime. 
Mifled by that ufurper, who, with me, 
Pow thares the due rewagd'Of gilt like ours, 
To pleafure him, unRappy that I was! 
I told, I know npr what of youtg@@pd Queen. 
Would I had perifh’d firft! for all was falfe, | 
And fhe moft innocent. 
= Per. Perdition onthee!’ © : 
( What dol hear? 
Med. d fill’gArifton’s ears ° 
» With monitreus tales, which his plain honefty, 
Alas! to® rafhly crediucd-—— } 
ee 
ep ? *Pernicious flave [ ’ 
crimes, notone 
° Should: 
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Should ‘feape Ney juftice———* Ah, Leonidaa,! 







* Was ever fucthblack trgachery ?’— Forgive thee!" 

* Thy doom fhudbe offignal dreadand @arning 

© To all fucceediig mithons.’? Drag him henee, .. 
ue [To sbe Guard 


And guard him at the peril of your heads. 






peas Medon huarded. 4 


Leon, Amazing villainy! MIO 

Per. Oh, fly, my font” 
Find the poor mourner out, and in my namo 
Say all that weeping penitence can plead, 
Or love returning promife. My tull heart 
Will more than makeit good. And may the power 
Of foft perfuation wait upon thy lips. | £azt Polydore. 
As from enchantment freed, the mifts difperfe 
By which my eyes were held —— That injus’d fair! 
How fhall I meet her foft forgiving look, 
Whom I fo much have wrong’d! 

Leos, Thrice happy turn 


Of unexpected fate! . 
Per. But let sne fly xX 


Into her gentle arms; there lofe the horrors 
"That have diftracted me ; there lofe myfelt ’ 
In love’s ecftatic joys. ‘ 
Later Arifton. 
In happy time 
‘Thou com’it, Arifton. We were both deceiv’d, 
And I revoke my order. But curs’d Procles 
Shall pay me dear for all. *. 


Arif. He baa, my Lord,** , . ’ 
And the fad tale isterrible. J flirtnk 
But to recount it. ,eymbering condcience rbuz'd, - 


And flafhing in his face the flariling proiped 
Of his pail fife, furious he dath'd his head 
Agaioft his prifen wails.© I found him tallea; “ 


“A piteous fpedtacle; rolling in blood, ~ 


Deform’d with pain: fer agonizingdeath «© _ : 
Sat hideous on his brow. Faintly he drew : 
His parting breath; yet all that breath went fersh: 
In blafphemtes, affaulting, ’ 
The ravings of defpair,-tor 
His impious purpofe on t 
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"> Per. How dreadful ; 
, or ae life - his% *TheA#and 
J caven is Meathy jull——Br, Ob€ iny friend 
Og ftrange en weil bh eri d 4, 
S This tottering brain. 1 fecl Fenow sot what , ° 
- Ot joy and terror, high amacxe and tran{porr, 
) All bidhded here, aod working in wild tumult. 
~ © Leon. &Tis tet Phe motion of a troubled fea, 
* After fore tempeft finking to a calm. 
» © All will be well, my Lora. Repofe and health 
* Await youtnherarms. What blifs is is yours | 
‘ A fecond union of your meeting fouls ! 
© A better nuptial morn, with love new-rifing, 
*$ To thine forever!" = 
Enter Melifla. 
Per. Melifal—Ha! peak mmm 
Afel, Ob, my royal miftrefs ! 
The dews of death are cold upon her brow. 
Per, What mean thy tata) words ? 
Mel, Fallely accus‘d 
Ot what her foul moft loaths, and to defpair 
By your unkindnefs urg’d, the Quen, alas f 
HosWrunk a deadly draught. 
Per. Oh, heaven and efrth ! 
Are thefe at laa my hopes? ’Tis I—Oh, horror ! 
Tis | have murde:’d her-—— 


SCENE opening, difcowers Eurydice fitting, Polydore 
kascling by Ler. ° 







- Yerighteous gods'  , ** 
Oh, _ her a. to fife, sand 18 you 
1 bow this Builty hoad?—— WI 

Leonidas, Agifidn, Ay, my friends, 

' 6 Call, gatherall our fages ; bid them try 

¥ Their fovgreign hill? My cf wa to him that faves ber, 


r juftice 
o be done ? 









-* Kur, Ie cannot be. Already death invades 





My shivering pofom. .Y¢taliwle moment, _ 
And I fla Lgtih thofe that ref for ever. | 






But herep in this lat awful hour,ifwear, 
yetbandreadworid, whithergny foul is parting, 
13 m fill 


Ltr. 
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‘Per. I knowsthou arte o” bale 
Thou dying ingdgencé. (My fara) blindnefs, © 
_ Deffruétion on m®headf has ruin’ 
- My life! my foulp be ' and muft I lofe thee? - 
Lofe thte for ever $—Wrasch! rafh fool !—-Ob, yet f 
Forgive my madnefs ! ‘ . ey 
Eur. Thus, inthy lov’d arms | ° 
Each unkind thought is loft. Now (&fe plem’d: 
Now all is well—-Death! thou art here—_ - [ Dies. 
Micl. Ah, the expires! Thélat dim miftiwimeo’er = @# 
Her clofing eyes ! 
Per. One moment, thou fair fpirit, 
One moment tarry for me—T hus we join, 
TO part no more— = [He draws bis fwerd to fab bimfe 
. Arif, Ah! Sir— 
Leos. My Lord, what means 
This fatal fury ? 
Per. Cruel men, away. 
And would you then detainene longer here 
On this loath’d fpot, to linger out old age 
With darknefs and defpair ? Tocurfe the hour ) 
That gave,a murderer birth? Would you, my friegds,, 
Have me live thus ? - 
Arifl. Ye gods, afluage his grief ! 
Per, Thefe righteous gods have caft me off for evers 
_ My broken vow—Oh, terrible! it hangs, 
A burfting thunder, o’er my head. ‘ I fee, 
* And tremble at the fight, th’ enquiring judge, 
« Beyond thefe heavens, high on his thrane of rerprty 
© His fix’d and dread regard furn’d full upon me: 
© And look, behold, the minifter ot vengeance ' 
* But waies bis n rike me thre’ tpe centre |”: 
Pel, Alas, my father !@—— “ 
» Per. O ny fon, my fon ! . 
‘Thave undone thee too.” How dare I looks 
P On that dear face, where thy loft mother’s fweetuefs 
| "‘Smiies {trong reproach, und charms me into mainels 
Then farewell, reafon ;. farewel, human casnverfe ; 
Sun, day, and time, farewel !—All hail, defpatr ¥ 
Erernal darknejs, hail ! 
No, no; we will nor part. 
Her clay-cold lips, thus w 
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in ber befem hem. CAL ver. > 

. ae fe Ob, y& Nf uA ey! 

Oh. jpeak to . 

“Aten. Alas, the hears you 

The foul is fled tor ever. ‘ 

Per Omy Queen! 

(Hebe ews bimfelf by the body ; the refi fland weeping 

and filet. 

mw Anitt. Geath ratfe dim, 

Per. (Ra:fing bimfelf oP: there—fave me! ‘tis 
he! the King of terrors ! 

Lo, how the yhaitly vifion glares upon me 

With his fix’d beamlefs eyes !—Wohar path it this, 

Dicary and’@ecp, thro’ which he drags me on ? = 

Blefs me '— took there==whar fhivering torms are thefe, 

Thin as the paffing air, that fkim around me? 

“And now th’ infernal world hacb fhut me in.’——~ 

But ice the Furics arm’d! fce their tell ferpente, 

"That rouze themiclves to fligg mc! Is there pune, 

No power, to fereen them trom me ? 

Leos. Gracious Sir, 

here is that patience 

Pe. Soft—I fee her plain. 

Yonder on bigh fir fits ain@ the gods, 

Who wonder at ber charms——Agd doft thou fmile 

Upon thy murderer ?— Thus let me kneel, 

And, weeping, worlhipthee— Ha! fceft thou there 

“Yon Gaming pool * And what damo'd foul isthar, 

Rifing from the mid de@ps, that beckona me ? 

e watts me GillK—By hed, Vis hated Procies, 

« caufe of all my 1 An ‘go Tianor, obs, 

come, 1 19, to plumye thee deepy. gull 

this red jea of to i fh =e 

ory - Hé dics! ¥ .* 
Oh, ryarchich hargr! © 

a. Bear him gently hence. 

ever Qyht like chist—-O calaufy, , 

pis thy diegdiul work. — af future times . 

sn herethy power, and mask, with hecdfu’ eyes, 

n thy blind rage whagumigh2, enifchicfs rive. 


H Act, 
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J QO". g&itlemen !—I FA cre, bul was not fent yes 
A voluntier—Pray, docamy fize conte yeR 4 

Man, Lam yours; fex, blefi'd as Heaven can hake yes 
And from this time, weak woman, I forfake se. 
Who'd be a wife, when av play can teach xs, 
Toavhat fine ends thefe of onrs bofecch us? - 
At firft, whate'cr they do, they do—fo charming ! 
But mark what follows; frightful, and alarming ! 
They feed too faft on love, then fick ning tcl, 
They can't, forfooth, be kind—becanfc thy Mir alow. 


F Who would be wonan, then, to fizh and Jaffer, 
And wilh, and wait—for the flow-con:ing proffer ? : 
Not I faresvel to petticoats and fiitching, : 


And welcome drar,dear breeches, mort bewitching. 
Henecforth, xew-moulded, [ll rove, lave, and wander, 
w4nd fight, and form, and charm—like Periander. 
Born pr this dapper age, pert, /lort, aad clever } 
eer Lgrow aman, ‘tis nox, er never. 
Well, but what condu® faits this transfermatio 
Dil copy fome finart foul of conver {yagi * 
Should there be war, Id talk of fifhd 
» Should there be peace, Ld tea 
Should I be low*t—Gadfo! hor 
Sl bow, as you do, and leok 
And fo, whe kews, that ne 
But I'm as good @ mancas any? 
Well, *tisa charMene frolic) amd He 
; Sirs, have 1 your « Whar fi 
Yet bold—Perhaps they tt. ir 
I may bewhtar Ffcem, for aught they knee 
Ladies, fareurl—I foould be Ach to leave $e, « 
Could-ae increafe of pretty feliows grieve ye: ™ 
Each, like myfclf, devoled nc'tr to barm $e,” 
Aus full as fit, no doubt, to ferve and churm ye 
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